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1 SIR, 

1 Edications, like all Ro- 
mances, are generally 
the ſame; and tis as 
Jificule now for an Author to 
nd a new Compliment to his 
Patron, as to make a Knight-Er- 
rant court his Miſtreſs without 
more Rivals in his Words than 
in his Love. This Conſideration, 
2 has engag d me to ſeek ſome 

erſon whole peculiar and di- 
RinguiſhableVertues might afford 
ne a Subject to ſay Something 
gew. I found Honour and Gene- 
| A 2 7 zolity 


roſity in one Gentleman; Candorg 
for their Learning and Judgment. 


thors already. I was therefor 


Other Authors can recommend 


»CO uld never find it; My poor | Epi 


The Dedication. 


Affability, and ſtrict Morality ing 


another: Some were noted fog. 


their Wit, and others remarkabl$ 


But theſe and other eſteemablg, 


Qualifications have ſeparately eng 
gag d the Addreſſes of molt Aug 


oblig'd, as the neweſt Subject 
could find, to pitch on a Peilotyy. 
who had all theſe Peifections to F 
gether. 1 
Here I had a great Obſtacle tg | 
my Undertaking : For, whereay 


their Dedications to the World by 
ſurprizing Diſcoveries, makin; 
Vertue ſhine where the Public 4 


ſtle n 


The Dedication. 


le muſt want all theſe Advan- 
Bn ges. Your Merit is ſo univerſal- 
acknowledged, that ſhould I 


ably large in its Praiſe, I can ſay no 
In ore than is own'd by all thoſe 


Þho have the Elappineſs of know- 
he You. Men cannot ſay I flat- 
ger, leaſt they accule themſelves of 
A dulation; and T'am fecure from 
the Cenſure of the World, ſince, 
to' it differs in moſt Things, it 
always agrees in your Commen- 
gation. You have frequently met 
Cervantes in your Travels, and 
tonversd with him in ſome of 
Hoſe foreign Languages of which 
Jou are Maſter. Tis upon the 

eſumption of this Acquaintance 
abroad, Sir, that he humbly begs 


% . 
J 


Kone Countenance at home. For 


{tl 


A 3 you 


The Dedication. 


you have not only Delicacy off 
Taſte to diſcover and reliſh hi 
moſt hidden Beauties, but a gene. 
rous Humanity to excuſe hit! 
Faults. Thoſe two noble Quali. 
fications, as well as a thouſand 
others, were in Perfection intail'dF 
on you by your Noble Father. Heb 
already ſees you in Poſſeſſion off 
that rich Inheritance of Vertnue,# 
which flows down in a plentiful 
Stream, without impoveriſhingÞ 
the inexhauſtible Fountain; while, 
retir d from the Hurry and Buſi- 
neſs of the World, he enjoys hack 
Philoſophical Happinels which is 
the pleaſing Reſult of his No- Þ 
ble Actions and ſteady Courſe of Þ 
Life, bleſs d in ſo juſt a Repꝛeſen- c 
tative of his great Abilities. V 
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% The Dedication. 

y off This Piece, Sir, has had the 

hi hortune to be very happily patro- 
ene. iz d in other Languages; yer 

hi Pon Quixote in his preſent Circum- 
ali. ances is bound in Gratitude to 
ſandhwn the greateſt Veneration to 
zibe he Name of an Engliſh Noble- 
Hetman. If he finds as kind and ge- 
a ol herous Entertainment here as his 
tue Tranſlator has met with, he need 
iful Kot repend his changing Climates; 
ing And, if his Faults are not unpar- 
ile, Conable, he doubts not of a kind 
iſi. Reception. The Favours of che 
1 * Engliſh always outſtrip 


is Merit, and tis the Character of 
o- the Nobility to be kind to Stran- 
of gers. Thoſe Favours I have re- 
n- Ceived from you, Sir, the World 

will judge of by their being yours: 
is A 4 10 


The Dedication. 
To lay that you have confer'a i 
them, implies they have been 
Great. Your own Generoſity, not 
my Acknowledgments, muſt be Ny 
che Eſtimate of your Bounty; 
which Cervantes pleads for his En- 4 
tertainment at Long-Leat, all 
Delicious Seat of your Noble 
Family. Be pleas d to lec him 5 
amuſe you there ſome Moments, F* 
till you oblige the Town wich 
your Return, and condeſcind i 
once more to honour me with 
that improving Converſe, which 
at your Leiſure has been the great⸗ 
eſt Happineſs of, l 


50 
8 1 RK. a 


Your Moſt Humble and 
Moſt Devoted Servant, 


P. Motteux. k 


a ein. 
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de An Account of the Author. 


P ever any Writer deſerv'd to have his Me- 


1 A mory preſerv'd entire to future Ages, is 
11 certainly Michael de Cervantes Saavedba, ſince 

none has diverted, I had almoft faid in- 
e . ſtructed, Poſterity more than he has done 


"Hy his Works. Vet, eicher out of Envy or In- 
Fratitude, he has been fo far from meeting with” 
that Juſtice from the Hiſtorians his Contempo. 
Faries, that they make not the leaſt Mention of rhe 
Time, nor are they agreed about the Place of 
His Nativity. Some ſay that it was at Seville, and 
d *RFhar is only conjectur'd from a Paſſage in one 
h *Fof his Prefaces, where he ſays, that when he was 
Ka Youth he had ſeen ſeveral of the Plays of Lopez 
U e Rueda, a famous Writer of Comedies in that 
City. In Oppoſition to which, one Signior Tomajos 
Saffirms, that he was a Native of Eſquivias, a 
Town near Toledo, But this is undoubred, that 
he was a Gentleman, and, not unlikely, deſcend. 
Zed from the Noble Family of the Cervantes of + 
3 Seville. 
In this Uncertainty we leave the Account of 
his Birth, and come to ſpeak ſomething of his 
"FPerſon ; which we are the better enabled to do 
from a particular Defcription that he give of 
"Fhimſ:)f in the Preface to his Novels. The Oc- 


Fcaſion is upon his expreſſing his Averſion to the 
7 Writing 
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1 An Account of the Aut hor. 


ably enough wiſh, ſince ſome of his had not had he 


the good Fortune to pleaſe; that, to ſave hin 


the Trouble for the Future, ſome one of thoſ: # 


Friends, whom his Circumſtances (as he's pleas' 


to ſay) more than his Wit, had gain'd him, wou'd 3 


i . 
Writing of Prefaces, which makes him, agree x 


et his Picture engrav'd, to be plac'd in the . 


tiſpiece of his Book, with the following Ac 
count of the Author, to ſatisfy the Curioſity of 
thoſe Readers that had a Mind to know what kind [ wk 


He tells us; That he was ſharp-viſag'd ; hiz 4 he 
free from Wrinkles; his Eyes brisk; his Noſe 
ſomewhat riſing, but not 1ll-ſiz'd ; his Beard gray, 
and his Maſtachios large; his Mouth little; his 
Teeth. ill-rang'd, and not above fix in Number; 
his Complexion lively, rather fair than ſwarthy; 
his Body neither too fat nor too lean ; ſome- 
what thick in the Shoulders, and not very light 


of Man he was. 


Hair brown; his Fore-head, in ſpite of Age, 


of Foor. 


He adds, © That he had been many Years 2 
*- Soldier, five: a Captive, and from thence had 
* learnt to bear Afflictions patiently; That at 
the Battel of Lepanto he loſt his Left-Hand by 
* the Shot of a Harquebuſs ; a Maim, which 
* how unſtghtly ſoever it might appear to others, 
yet was look'd on by him as the greateſt Grace 
and Ornament; ſince got in the Nobleſt and 
** moſt Memorable Action that ever paſs'd Ages 
* had ſeen, or future &er could hope to ſee; 
fighting under the Victorious Banners of the 
* Son of that Thunder-bolt of War, Charles V, o 


Happy Memory. 


For the other Paſſages of his Life, we are on- j 
Jy given to underſtand, That he was for ſome 
time Secretary to the Duke of Alva, ag f 
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- T Since therefore for Want of farther Memoirs, 
ind e can give no larger Hiſtory 
and and Actions of Cervantes, 


1 Thor, and ſo give what Account We can of 


loſe 


Bc, 


ſay, 
his 
er; 


hy; 


Me- 


ght 


s 2 
had 
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race 
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lee. 4 
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Shen compos 


x ing 


* 


the Humour o Knight-Errantry, 
mantick Notions of 
at that time reign'd in the 
well he has ſucceeded all 


Tenor, and the Archbiſhop of Tolede; 
hich Great Men, he 


* 
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®* concluded; the Second Part 


ers, any Chara ter. 
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An Account of the Author. 


f-erwards, he retir'd to Madrid; where, for his - 
zintenance, he apply'd himſelf te Writing, and 

4 moſt of thoſe admirable Pieces, 

xhich we now enjoy ; being principally favour d 


nd ſupported by the Generoſity of the Conae 4e 
to the firſt of 
has addreſs'd moſt of his - 


abours. 
of the Fortunes 


we muſt be oblig'd, 


what remains, to conſider him only as an 1 * 
is 


orks. 
The firſt Book then, which we find that he 


Subliſh'd, was his Galatea, A Kind of Paſtoral 
Romance mix'd with a great 


deal of Poetry} 
upon which, we fhall only paſs the ame Judg- 

ent that his Friend the Barber does; on his ind- 
it in the Library of Don Quixote ; That 


* there is ſomething in it that ſhews a happy 
„ Invention, ſomething propos d, but nothing 


being wanting to 
make it compleat. 1 
The next is the -Firſt Part of bis Incompara- 
ble Don Quixote, which is too well known to need 
The principal Deſign of which 
the fineſt Satyr in the World, 
and the Ro- 
Love and Honour; which 
Spaniſb Nation. How W 
Europe is agreed, ſince 


s to ridicule b 


every Nation has taken care to make it their own: ' 


by their Tranſlations. 


on- k 


Me 


that 
CT. J 


LTerma, fi 


that upon our Au- 


Some are of the Opinion, 
by the Duke of 


thor's being negle&fully treated 


Miniſter to K. Philip the Third, 2 
trang®. © 


\ 
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iv An Account of the Author. 


ſtrange imperious, haughty Man, and one who 4 
had no Value for Men of Learning; he in Re- 
venge, made this Satyr, which, as they pretend, 


is chiefly aim'd at that Miniſter. Which thing 
cannot be true, if, as according to others, he 
wrote it in Barbary, to while away ſome of the 
melancholy Hours of his Captivity ; beſides, that 
the Humour, which is there laugh'd at, was 
then ſo general in Spain, that, tis probable, no 
particular Petſon is intended. This, however, is 
certain, That that Neb/s Duke and his Manage- 
ment are reflected on, in thoſe Verſes which are 
aſcrib'd to Uganda la Diſconecida ; where though 
he leaves out the laſt Syllable or two of every 
Word in every Line, yet it is no hard Matter to 
gueſs who is meant in that ſhort Poem; which 
from thence you may judge to be altogether un- 
fit to be ether imitated or tranſlared. 

The Firſt Edition of this Part was in 1605; and 
while he was very gravely and leiſurely medi- 
rating and preparing the Continuation, which 
was impatiently expected, there comes out at 
Tarragona in 1614, a Second Part of the Hiſtory 
of Don Quixote, by Alongo Fernandez de Avellaneda 
of Tordefilas, Our Author was extremely con- 
cern'd at this Proceeding, and the more too, be- 
cauſe this Writer was not content to invade his 


Deſign, and rob him, as tis ſaid, of ſome of his 
Copy, but miſerably abuſes poor Cervantes in his 


Preface ; which our Author, upon the Publiſhing 
the Year aſter the genuine Continuation of Don 
Qui xote, complains of, and up and down in thatBook, 
gives him ſome Repehenfions, which, however, 
handſome they are, are but too gentle for ſo 


great an Injury; but it muſt be confeſs'd indeed. 
that having to do with a Prieſt, and one thatbe- 


long d to the Inquiſition, as that Plagiary did, it Wi 


might 
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An Account of the Author, v 


4 ght not be ſafe for him to carry his Reſentment 


Me her. 

hetween the Publiſhing of the two Parts of his 

Ss on Quixote, he printed his Novelas Exemplares. 

he Reaſon of his calling theſe Novels fo, is, as he 
uaints us, becauſe his other Novels had been 

d as more Satyrical than Exemplary ; which 

ult refolving to amend, he has in every one of 3 
Theſe propos'd fome Vertue or other for Imitati- | 
Mm. Of thefe it muſt be juſtly ſaid, that in the 
Priginal they do not diſgrace the Author of Don 
Nuixote; with this further Commendation, which 
Servantcs himſelf gives them, that they were in- 

rely his own Invention, not borrow'd, imitated, or 
Fanſlated from other Languages, as all thoſe 

Fere that his Country-men had pubhiſh'd before 


dim. | 
In 1615, he Printed a Collection of Comedies 
ind Interludes, eight of esch; being ſuch as he 
Fhoſe to make Publick out of a much greater 
Number. Before theſe, is a very good Account 
"of the Rife and Progreſs of the Spaniſh Drama to 
Dis own Time; to the Advancement of which, 
{not without a great deal of Juſtice) he makes no 
Scruple to pretend that he had contributed, by 
the Plays that he had written, which were not 

Fewer than Thirty at leaſt. 

* The laſt of all his Works, that we have, is the 
Hiſtory of the Troubles of Perſiles and Sigiſmunda 
to which he had bur juſt put his laſt Hand, and 

in a very affectionate and grateful Addreſs de- 
dicated it to his Great Patron, the Conde de Lemos; 

Zupon his departing this World, or, to uſe his own 
ZExprefſion, ſetting his Foot in the Stirrup on his 
Journey to another, being then Old, and with 
the Fate of moſt of the Wittieſt Men that ever 
Wiy'd, very Poor, There are two other Pieces of 


bis, 
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vi Ax Account of the Author. 


his, which he informs us he had written: This 
one call'd EI Viage del Parnaſo, in Imitation of 
N Poem of that Title of Ceſar Caporali, being a Saty. * 
bi on the Spaniſh, as Caperali's is on the Italian Poets 
. This is printed, but not arrived to us; but for th. 
other, which he calls Las Semanas del Jardin, and 
the Second Part of the Galatea, tis prob ble, thej 
were never perfectly finiſh'd; ſince but a feu 
Days beſore our Author's Death, in the Epiſtl: 7 
Dedicatory of his Perfiles, he promiſes his Patron, 
that, if Heaven would grant him a little longer 
Time to live, he ſhould ſee them both; but alas 
he was then on the Point of Expiring, and, tis 
likely, not able to be as good as his Word, Dying 
ſoon after at Madrid in the Year 1616. 4 
It may be expected, that to conclude, we ſnou'd 
give our Author's Character, but we chooſe rather 
to let his Works do that; ſince they will, more ef. B. 
fectually than any Thing that we can fay,convince pl 


+4 all that read them, That he was a Maſter of all Th 
1 thoſe great and rare Qualities which are requir'd % 
| in an accompliſhd Writer, a perfect Gentleman, 
5 and a truly good Man. * 
ud | by 
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9 Author's Preface 
ind TO'THE 
ron, * | ' 5 
READ E R 
las-“ 8 (1 
tis 
* O U may depend on my bare Word, 
u' Reader, without any farther Security, 
her that I cou'd wiſh this Offspring of my 


ef. Brain were as ingenious, ſprightly, and accom. 
nce Þliſh'd as your ſelf could 9 but the Mil. 
all Thief on't is, Nature will have its Courſe : E- 
very Production muſt reſemble its Author, and 
my barren and unpoliſh'd Underſtanding can 
produce nothing but what is very dull, very 
impertinent, — extravagant beyond Imagina- 
tion. You may ſuppoſe it the Child of Diſtur- 
bance, ingendered in ſome dſmal Priſon, in- 
the very Seat of Wretchedneſs, and amidſt all 
E Manner of Inconveniences. Reſt. and Eafe, a 
convenient Place, pleaſant Fields and Groves, 
murmuring Springs, and a ſweet Repoſe of 
Mind, are Helps that raiſe the Fancy, and im- 
pregnate even the moſt barren Muſes with 
Conceptions that fill the World with Admira- 
tion and Delight. Some Parents are ſo blind. 
ed by a fatherly Fondaels,. that they min 
the 


The Author“ Preface. F 
the very ImperfeRions of their Children for (oh 
many Beauties; and the Folly and Impertinence hi 
of the brave Boy, mult paſs upon their Friends: 
and Acquaintance for Wit and Senſe. But a 
who am anly a Step-Father, diſavow the Au-gy 
thority of this — and prevalent Cuſtom ;aa8 
nor will I earneſtly beſeech you, with Fears inan, 
my * which is many a poor Author's Caſe, hl. 
dear Reader, to pardon or difſemble my 

Child's Faults ; for what Favour can | expest of 
from you, who are neither his Friend nor 
Relation? You have a Soul of your own, and Wo 
the Privilege of Free-will, whoever you be, b 
as well as the proudeſt He that ſtruts in a gau- . 
dy Outſide; you are a King by your own Fire- 
fide, as much as any Monarch in his Throne: "hl 
You have Liberty and Property, which fet you e 
above Favour or Affection, and may therefore Va 
freely like or diſlike this Hiſtory according to pt 

your Humour, n | 
I had a great Mind to have expos'd it as na- @ 
ked as it was born, without the Addition of 2 
Preface, or the numberleſs Trumpery of com- the 
mendatory Sonnets, Epigrams, and other Po- 
ems that uſually uſher in the Conceptions of 
Authors: For I dare boldly fay, that tho' I * 
beſtow'd ſome Time in writing the Book, yet 4 
it colt me not halt ſo much Labour as this ve- 
ry Preface, I very often tok up my Pen, and Je: 
as often laid it down, and could not for my 
Life think of any thing to the Purpoſe. Sit- 
ting once in a very ſtudious Poſture, with my 
Paper betore me, my Pen in my Ear, — 'T 
ow © 


= The Anthox's Prefate; 
Yr loge on the Table, and my Cheek on-my Hands 


enceghadering how. | ſhould” begin; a certain 
endend of mine, an ingenious Gentleman, and 


t La merry Diſpoſition, came in and ſurpriz'd 
Au- He ask'd me what L was: ſo very intent 
an „ thoughtful upon? I was ſo free with him 
s ingihnot to mince the Matter, but told him plain- 


L had been puzzling my Brain for a Preface 
Don Quixote, and had made my ſelf ſo un- 
Wy about it, that I was now reſolv'd to trou- 
& wy Head no further either with Preface or 
ok, and even let the Atchievements of that 
ple Knight remain unpubliſh'd. For, conti- 
Wd. 1, __ ſhou'd I expoſe my ſelf ta- the 
ch of rhe old Legiſlator; the Vulgar? 'Fliey 
u ſay I have fpent my youthful Days very 
bely, to have nothing to recommend my grey 
"Fairs to the World but a dry infipid Legend 

dt worth a Ruſh, wanting good Language as 
Well as Invention, barren of Conceits or point- 
Wit, and without either Quotations on the 
Wargin, or Annotations at the End, which o- 
ther Books, tho' never ſo fabulous and profane, 
ave to ſet*em off, Other Authors can-paſs 


of pon the Publick by ſtuffing their Books from 

I Friſtotle, Plato, and the whole Company of 
et gncient Philoſophers; thus amuſing their — 
e- gers into a great Opinion of their prodigious 
> Feading. Plutarch and Cicero are ſlurr'd on the 
y Publick for as orthodox Doctors as St. Thomus, 
- br any of the Fathers. And then the Method 


y Pf theſe Moderns is ſo wonderfully agreeable: 
1 Ind full of Variety, that they cannot fail to 
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The 1 Preface. 


pleaſe, In one Line, they will deſcribe you 2 % 
whining amorous Coxcomb; and the next ſhall 
be ſome dry Scrap of a Homily, with ſuch in- 
_ Turns as cannot chuſe but raviſh the 
eader. Now I want all theſe Embelliſhments 

and Graces; I have neither marginal Notes 
nor critical Remarks : I do not ſo much as 
know what Authors I follow, and 8 
can have no formal Index, as 'tis the Faſhion 
now, methodically ſtrung on the Letters of the 
Alphabet, beginning with Ariſtotle, and end- 
ing with X-ophon, or Zoilus, or Zeuxs 5 which 
two are commonly cramm'd into the ſame 
Piece, tho' one of them was a famous Painter, 
* and t'other a ſaucy Critick. I ſhall want alſa 
#4 the pompous Preliminaries of commendatory * ? 
4! Verſes ſent to me by the right honourable my 
f | Lord ſuch a one, by the honourable the Lad 

1 ſuch a one, or the moſt ingenious Mr. ſuch a 
1 one; tho' I know I might have them at an ea- 
4 


ſy Rate from two or three Brothers of the 
Mn Quill of my Acquaintance, and better, lim 7 
Wl _ than the beſt Quality in Spain can com- 
Ole. i 
10 b In ſhort, my Friend, ſaid I, the great Don 
10 Quixote may lie buried in the muſty Records of 
15 La Mancha, till Providence has order'd ſome 
. better Hand to fit him out as he ought to be; 
i for I muſt own my ſelf altogether uncapable of 
Fil the Taſk; beſides, I am naturally lazy, and 
bhi love my Eaſe too well to take the Pains of 
* turning over Authors for thoſe Things which I th 
1 can expreſs as well without it. And theſe = . 
1 the 


A 
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The Author*s Preface. 


L 2 4 he Conſiderations that made me ſo thoughtful 


all 


when you came in. The Gentleman, after a 
Jong and loud Fit of laughing, rubbing his 


* Worehead; O' my Conſcience, Friend, ſaid he, 


K our Diſcourſe has freed me from a Miſtake 
that has a great While impos'd upon me: I al- 
ways took you for a Man of Senſe, but now I 
am ſufficiently convinc'd to the contrary. What! 


neſs of ſo little Difficulty confound a Man of 


| iſ of at ſo inconſiderable a Triflz ! A Bufi- 


- ſuch deep Senſe and ſearching Thought as once 
you ſeem'd to be! 


l' 'm ſorry, Sir, that your lazy Humour and 


poor Underſtanding ſhould need the Advice 1 
4 g | 
am about to give you, which will preſently 


ſolve all your ObjedHtons and Fears concerning 


the e. of the renown'd Don Quixote, 


the Luminary and Mirrour of all Knight-Er- 
rantry. Pray Sir, ſaid I, be pleas'd to inſtruct 
me in whatever you think may remove m 

Fears, or folve my Doubts. The firſt Thing 
you object, reply'd he, is your Want of com- 


mendatory Copies from Perſons of Figure and 
Quality: There is nothing ſooner help'd : *Tis 


but taking a little Pains in writing them 2 


elf, and clapping whoſe Name you pleaſe to 


6 


Pem ; you may father 'em on Preſter John of 


the Indies, or on the Emperor of Trebi ſond, 


whom L know to be molt celebrated Poets: 
But ſuppoſe they were not, and that ſome pre- 
ſuming pedantick Criticks might ſnarl, and deny 
this notorious Truth; why, let them, 'tis no 


latter; and tho. they ſhou'd- convict you of 
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Forgery, you are in no Danger of loſing tite 8 
Hand with which you wrote them. 6 
As to marginal Notes and Quotations from 
Authors for your Hiſtory, tis but dropping here gy, 
and there ſome ſcatter'd Latin Sentences that 5 
you have already by rote, or may have with lit. 
tle or no Pains. For Example, in treating oi 
Liberty and Slavery, clap me in, Non bene fro 7 
zoto-{ibert.s vondlitur auro, and at the fame Time @ 
make Horace, or ſome other Author, vouch it 
in the Margin. If yon treat of the Power of 
Death, come round with this Cloſe, Pallida 
mors 2510 pulſars pede pauperum , tabernas, regum. 
que turres. If of loving our Enemies as Hea- 
ven enjoyns, you may, if you have the leaſt 
Curioſity, preſently turn to the divine Precept, # 
and ſay, Ego autem dico vobn, diligite inimicot . 
veſtros 3 or if you diſcourſe of bad Thoughts, 
—— in this Paſſage, De corde exeunt cogitationes | 
male, 
If the Uncertainty of Friendſhip be your 
Theme, Cato offers you his old Couplet with 
all his Heart; Donec ers felix multos numerabis 
amicos: Tempora ſi fuerins nubila, ſolus ers, 
And fo proceed, Theſe Scraps of Latin will 
at leaſt gain you the Credit of a great Gram- 3C 
marian, which, I'll aſſure you, is no ſmall Ac- | 
compliſhment in this Age. As to Annotations 2 
or Remarks at the End of your Book, you may h. 
ſafely take this Courſe. If you have Occaſion 4 
for a Giant in your Piece, be ſure you bring in 
Goliah, and on this very Go] (Who will not 
colt you one Farthing) you may ſpin out a2 
48 ſwinging 
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tlie yinging Annotation. You may ſay, The Giant 
Boliah; or Goliat, was a Philiſtine, whom Da- 
rom d che Shepherd flew with the thundering Stroke of 
nere Mebble in the Valley of Terebintho; wade Kings, 
that i ſuch a Chapter and ſuch a Verſe, where you 
lit. Hay find it written. If, not ſatisfy'd with this, you 


g 0f Would appear a great Humaniſt, and would ſhew 
pro = Knowledge in Geagraphy, take ſome Oc- 
ime Aſion to draw the River Jays into your Diſ- 
h it Fourſe,out of u hich you may Fin a moſt notable 


of 
Hida 
6 —-— 
a- 
eall 


emark. The River Tagus, ſay you, was ſo call'd 
om acertain King of Spain. It takes its Riſe 
om ſuch a Place, and buries its Waters in the 
cean, kifling firſt the Walls of the famous 
ity of Lisbon ; and ſome are of Opinion that 


2pt; Mie Sands of this River are Gold, &c. If you 
ic have Ocaſion to talk of Robbers, I can preſent- 
hts, hy give you the Hiſtory of Cacus, for I have it 
nes hy heart. If you would delcant upon Whores 


Sr Women of the Town, there is the * Biſhop 
Pt — 6 q 
our "$f Me»donnedo, who can turmſh you with La- 
1th ia, Lais and Hora, Gourteſans, whote Ac- 
abus g uaintance will be very much to your Reputa- 
15, tion. Ovid s Medea can afford you a good Ex- 
„ill ample of Cruelty. Calipſo from Homer, and 


m- Circe out of Virgil, are famous Inſtances for 
Ac- Witchcraft or Inchantment. Would you treat 
ons of Valiant Commanders? Julius Ceſar has writ 


ay his Commentaries on Purpoſe; and Plutarch 
on can furniſh you with a thouſand Alexanders. | If 
in you would mention Love, and have but three 
ot Grains of Italian, you, may , find Leon the Jew 


ml 4 2 « 2 
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ready to ſerve you moſt abundantly. But {i 


you would keep nearer Home, tis but examin. 
ing Fonſeca of Diviue Love, which you have 
here in your Study; and you need go no far. 
ther for all that can be Rid on that copious als 
Subject. In ſhort, 'tis but quoting theſe, 26s 
br in your Book, and let me alone f 
to make large Annotations, Ill Engage to H. 
croud your Margins ſufficiently, and ſcribble gg 
you four or five Sheets to boot at the End of ye 
your Book. And for the Citation of ſo many fe, 
Authors, *tis the eaſieſt thing in Nature. Find a 
out one of theſe Books with an alphabetical gc 
Index, and without any farther Ceremony, re- gle 
move it verbatim into your own: And though wg 
the World won't believe you have Occaſion for gle; 
ſuch Lumber, yet there are Fools enough to be wits 
thus drawn into an Opinion of the Work : At 
leaſt, ſuch a flouriſhing Train of Attendants 
will give your Book a faſhionable Air, and re- 
commend it to Sale ; for few Chapmen will & 
Rand to examine it, and compare the Authori- 
ties upon the Counter; fince 2 can expect 
nothing but their Labour for their 
after all, Sir, if I know any Thing of the Mat- 
ter, you have no Occafion for any of theſe y 
Things; for your Subject, _ a Satyr on Ul 
Knight Errantry, is ſo abſolutely new, that 
neither Ariſtotle, St. Baſil, nor Cicero, ever 
dreamt or heard of it. Thoſe fabulous Ex- £ 
travagancies have nothing to do with the im- 
artial Punctuality of true Hiſtory, nor do I 
d any Buſineſs you can have either with A- Wnci 
| ſtrology : 


L 


Wo 


ains. But and 


| The Author*s Preface, 
t i\&$1oov, Geometry or Logick; and I ho 
zin. * too 8 Man 5 Sacred W 
ave h Protane, Nothing but pure Nature 1s 
far. Hur Buſineſs; her you muſt conſult, and the 
ou elaſer you can imitate, your Picture is the bet- 
eſe g You have no need to hunt for Philo- 
one ſaþhical Sentences, Paſſages out of Holy Writ, 
to Metical Fables, Rhetorical Orations, or Mi- 
ble Ales of Saints. Do but take Care to expreſs 
| of ur ſelf in a plain eaſie Manner, in well cho- 
ny feb, fignificant, and decent Terms, and to give 
ind g harmonious and pleaſing Turn to your Pe- 
cal ds. Study to explain you Thoughts, and ſer 
re- #em in the trueſt Light, labouring, as much as 
gh poſſible, not to leave em dark nor intricate, but 
2 clear and N Let your diverting Sto- 
be gies be expreſs'd in diverting Terms, to kindle 
At Mirth in the Melancholick, and heighten it in 
nts Ae Gay. Let Mirth and Humour be your ſu- 
re- rficial Deſign, tho' laid on a ſolid Foundation, 
vill 4@challenge Attention from the Ignorant, and 
r- Almiration from the Judicious.; to ſecure your 
ect Work trom the Contempt of the graver Sort, 
zut and deſerve the Praiſes of Men of Senſe ; keep- 
ins your Eye {till fixt on the principal End of 
ur Project, the Fall and Deſtruction of that 


on Monſtrous Heap of ill-contriv'd Romances, 
nat Which tho' abhorr'd by many, have ſo ſtrangely 
yer Watuated the greater Part of Mankind. Mind 
;x- Wis, and your Buſineſs is done. 


I inclin'd very attentively to my Friend's 
Þſcourſe, and found it ſo W and con- 
Rancing, that without any Reply, I took his 
| Ad- 


_ 
2 
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Aduice, and have told you the Story by Wl 
of Pre face; herein you may lee, Gentlemq 
how happy I am m fo: ingenious a Friend, Wl 
-whoſe ſcalanableCounſel you are all oblig'd i 
| the Omiſſton of allthis, pedantick Garniture 
” the Hiftory of the Renowned:Don Quixore d 
Machu, whole Character among all the Neig $ 
bours about Montiel is, that he was the mM 
chaſte Lover, and the molt valiant Knight, th 
has been known in thoſe Parts thats ma 
Years. I will not urge the Service I have da 
you by introducing you into ſo conſiderable af 
noble a Knight's Acquaintance, but only b 
the FEavour of ſome {mall Acknowledoment 8 
recommending you to the Familiarity of 18 
famous Sancho Panga his Squire, in whom, 
my Opinion, you will find united and deſcri: 
all the ſcatter d Endowments which the vo 
minous Foppery of Books of Knight-Err arte 
can afford to one of his Character. And ne 
Ltake my Leave, entreating you not to for: 
your humble Servant. 62 
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Of the Renowned 

Pon Qui vote de Ia Mancha; 
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CHAP. I. 

Je Quality and Way of Living of the "Rex a 


nouned Don Quixote de la Mancha. 
7B ww 
=”, T a certain Village in La Mancha, which 
| J ſhall not name, there liv'd not long 
ago one of thoſe old - faſhion d Gentle- 
n who are never without a Lance upon a' 
7 TS © een Mack 


2 The Life and Atchievements 


Rack, an old Target, a lean Horſe, and a Gray. | 
hound. His Diet conſiſted more of Beef thar 
Mutton ;- and with minc'd Meat on moſt Nighty 
Lentils on Fridays, Scraps and Penance on Sat. 
days, and a Pidgeon extraordinary on Sundays, he 

conſum'd three Quarters of his Revenue: The 4 
reſt was laid out in a Phyſh, Coat, Velvet Breeches 
with Slippeis of, the ſame, for Holidays; and; 
Suit of the very beſt home-ſpun Cloth, which 

he beſtow'd on himſelf for Working-days. Hi: 4 

whole Family was a. Houſe-keeper ſomething # 

turn'd of forty, a Niece not twenty, andi! 

Man'that | {qo bim in the Houſe and in the 

Field, and-could ſaddle. a Horſe and handle the 4 

Pruning-Hook. The Maſter himſelf was nigh 

fifty. Years-of Age, of a hale and ſtrong Com. 

plexion, lean-body'd, and thin-fac'd, an ear 
Riſer, and a Lover of Hunting. Some ſay hi 

Sirname was Quixads, or. Queſads, (for Author % 

giffer in this Particular ; ) however we may rex 

fonably conje&ure he was call'd Szixada; tho 

this concerns us but little, provided we keey 4 


Ari&ly to the Truth in every Point of this Hit 


You muſt know then, that when our Gentle 
man had nothing to do (which was almoſt al p: 
the Year round) he paſs'd his Time in reading Wi 
Books of Knight Errantry ; which he did with F: 
that Application and Delight, that at laſt he in- 
Manner wholly left off his Country-Sports, and 
even the Care of his Eſtate; nay, he grew (2 
ftrangely beſotted with thoſe Amuſements, thi 
he fold many Acres of Arable Land to purchaſ® 
Books of that Kind, by which Means he collectel 
as many of them as were to be had: But among] 
them all, ngne pleas d him like the Works of th 
famous Feliciane de Silva ; for the Clearneſs 4 

17 


of the renomn d Don Quixote. 3 


ray. Mis Proſe, and thoſe intricate Expreſſions with 
than Which 'ris interlac'd, ſeemed ts him ſo many 
ght! Pearls of Eloquence; eſpecially when he came 
at. b read the Challenges, and the amorous Ad- 
„ be Wreſſes, many of them in this extraordinary Stile, 
The W The Reaſon of your unreaſonable Uſage of my 
hes M Reaſon, does ſo enfeeble my Reaſon ,' that 1 
nd; have Reaſon to expoſtulate with your Beauty: 
hich And this, © The ſublime Heavens, which with 
Hi: your Divinity divinely fortify you with the 


hing Stars, and fix you the Deſerver of the Deſert 
nd 1 that is deſerv'd by your Grandeur. Theſe and 
the ch like Expreſſions ſtrangely puzzled the poor 
e tht Wentleman's Underſtanding, while he was break- 
nigt ng his Brain to-unravel their Meaning, which 
om: Mriſtotle himſelf could never have found, though 
earl We ſhould have been rais'd from the Dead for that 


y hi ery Purpoſe, e. "ab 
tho! He did not ſo well like thoſe dreadful Wounds 


rea. Which Don Prllianis gave and receiv'd, for he 
tho Ponſider'd that all the Art of Surgery could ne- 
keef er ſecure his Face and Body from being ſtrange- 
Hil / disfigured with Scars- However he highly 


Fommended that Author for concluding his 
ntle Bock with a Promiſe of giving rhe remaining 
t all Part of the unfinithable Adventure; and many 
ding Mimes he had a Deſire to put Pen to Paper, and 
with aithfully finiſh it himſelf; which he had certain- 
in done, and doubtleſs with good Succeſs, had 


and Rot his Thoughts been whoHy engroſs'd in much 
w ſt more important Deſigns. 

tha He would often diſpute with the Curate of 
chai the 


2 — 


ectei 3 | - 
mon Ia Spain the Curate is the head Prieft in the Pariſh, 
f th 4 he that hus the Cure of Souls: Thus el Cura means 
ſs he Recor, or, as che Vulgar has it, the Parſon ; but 
_ bi B 2 the 
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the Pariſh; a Man of Learning, that had taker 
his. Degrees at Ciguenga, who was the, better 
Knight Palmerin of England or Amadis de Gaul! 
But Maſter Nicholas, the F Barber of the ſame 
Town, would ſay that none of em could compar: 1 
with the Knight of the Sun; and that if any one 
came near him, twas certainly Don Galaor the 
Brother of Amadis de Gaul; for he was a Man ot 
a moſt commodious Temper, neither was he ſo f. 
nical, nor. ſuch a- puling whining Lover as hi 
Brother, and as for- Courage he was not a Jot be. 
hind him. — | et | | 
In ſine, he gave himſelf up ſo wholly to the 
reading. of Romances, that a Nights he would 
pore on'till twas Day, and a Days he would read 
on till twas Night; and thus by ſleeping little and 
readiag much, the Moiſture of his Brain was ex WF: 
hauſted to that Degree, that at laſt he loſt the Uſ $ 
of his Reaſon. A World of diſorderly Notions, 
pick d our of his Books, crowded; into his Ima- 
gineying ; and now his Head was full of nothing 
ut Inchantments, Quarrels, Battles, Challenges, 
Wounds, Complaints, Amours, Torments, and 
abundance of Stuff and Impoſſibilities; inſo- % 
much that all the Fables r Tale: 
which he read, ſeem'd to him now as true as the $ 
moſt authentick Hiſtories, He would ſay: 
that the Cid Ruydiaz was a very brave Knight, 
but not worthy to ſtand in Gompetition with? 
the Knight of the burning Sword, who with a fin-] 


the firſt not being commonly uſed, and the laft ſeemin 
roo groſs, I chuſe to make it Curate, thoſe who hav 
read the former Tranſlations being uf d to the Word: 
t The Barber in Countiry-Towns in Spain is alſo 141 
Surgeon. 8 

gle 
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aker We Back- ſtroke had cut in ſunder two fierce and 
ettet Wighty Giants. He liked yet bettet Bernardo del 
Prpio, who at Roncevales depriv'd of Life the in- 
Saated Orlando, having | tifred him from the 
Bround- and choak'd him in the Air, as Hercules 


on d unten the Son of the Earth. 
the As for the Giant Morgante, he always ſpoke very 


vil things of him; for though he was one of 
ſo f. Pat monſtrous Brood who ever were intolerably 
hi Foud and brutiſh, he fill behav'd himſelf like a 
- be. Nil and well-bred Perſon. Ts 

But of all Men in the World he admir'd Ri- 
the e of ' Montalban, and particularly his fallying 
t of his Caſtle ro rob all he met; and then 


— gain when he carry'd away the Idol of Mahe- 
and Wet, which was all maſſy Gold as the Hiſtory 
© ex, Wys. But he fo hated that Traytor Gallon, that 


UG Ur the Pleaſure of kicking him handſomely he 

puld have given up his Houſe-keeper, nay and 

Is Niece into the Bargain. 

hing Having thus loſt his Underſtanding, he un- 
ckily ſtumbled upon the oddeſt Fancy that ever 


eh Prer'd into a Mad-man's Brain; for now he 
ſo. Pought it convenient and neceſſary, for the En- 


Pale; Feaſe of his Honour, and the Service of the 
eublick, to turn Knight-Errant, and roam 
fax rough the whole World, arm'd Cap-a-pee , 
nd mounted on his Steed, in queſt of Adven- 
res; that thus imitating thoſe Knight-Errants 
whom he had read, and following their 
ourfe of Life, redreſſing all Manner of Grie- 
Wances, and expoſing himſelf to Danger on all 
Dccaſions, at laſt, after a happy Concluſion of 

Dis Enterprizes, he might purchaſe everlaſtin 
Honour and Renown. Tranfported with theſe 
ree⸗ble Deluſions, the poor Gentleman already 
raſp'd in Imagination 1 Imperial Scepter of 
3 Tre- 
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Trebiſond, and hurry'd' away by his mighty Expec- 5 


tations, he prepares with all Expedition to take 
the Field. | 1 

The firſt thing he did was to ſcour a Suit of 
Armour that had belong'd to his Great-Grand- 
father, and had lain Time out of Mind carelefly 
ruſting in a Corner: But when he had clean'd 
and repair'd it as well as he could, he perceiv'd 
there was a material Piece wanting, for inſtead 


of a compleat Helmet there was only a ſingle , 


Head-piece; however his Induſtry ſupply d 


that Defe&, for with ſome Paſte-board he made 


» kind of Half-Beaver or Vizor, whick being 
fitted to the Head-piece, made it look like an 
entire Helmet. Then, to know whether it were 
Cutlaſs- Proof, he drew his Swerd, and try'd its 
Edge upon the Paſte-board Vizor ; but with the 


very firſt Stroak he unluckily undid in a Moment 


what he had been a. whole Week a doing. Now, 
though he found he had broke it with ſo little 


Difficulty, he was not very well pleaſed to find 


he had loft his Labour; and therefore, to ſecure 
it from the like. Accident, he made it anew, and 
fenc'd it with thin Plates of Iron, which he fix d 


on the Inſide of it ſo artificially, that at laſt he & 


had Reaſon to be ſatisfy'd with the Solidity of the 
Work; and fo, without any further Experiment, 
he refolv'd it ſhould paſs for a full and ſufficient 4 


Helmet to all Intents and Purpoſes. | 


The next Moment he went to view his Horſe, : 
whoſe Bones ſtuck out like the Corners of a Sp. 


iſh Real, wo a worſe Jade than Gone/a's, gi 
tantum pellis 


ofſa fuit ; however, his Maſter: 
thought that neither Alexander's Bucephalus not 
the Gid's Babieca could be compared with him. 
He was four Days conſidering what Name to give 
him ; for, as he argu'd with himſelf, there was 


no 


— 
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Reaſon that a Horſe beſtrid by ſo famous a 
ight, and withal ſo excellent, ſhould not be 
ſtinguiſbed by a particular Name; and there- 

re he ſtudied to give him ſuch a one as ſhould 
Wnonſrate as well what kind of Horſe he had 
Wen before his Maſter was a Knight-Errant, as 
hat he was now; thinking it but juſt, ſince the 


ivd Winer chang'd his Profeflion, that the Horſe 
ead Mould alſo change his Title, and be dignify'd 
1gle With another; a good big Word, ſuch a one as 
ly'd Pould fill the Mouth, and ſeem conſonant with 


ade Be Quality and Profeſſion of his Maſter. And 
ing us, after many Names which he devis'd, reject- 
an , changd, lik'd, diſlik'd, and pitch'd upon 
ain, he concluded to call him“ Rezinante; a2 
I its Fame, in his Opinion, lofty, founding, and 
the Wniticant of what he had been before, and alſo 
ent F what he ws now; in a Word, a Horſe 
ow, pred or 3 it all the vulgar Breed of Horſes in 
tt Ae orld. 3 # 
— When he had thus given his Horſe a Name ſo 
dure uch to his Satisfaction, he thought of chooſing * 
and We for himſelf; and having ſeriouſly ponder 
5x'd On the Matter eight whole Days more, at laſt he 
he Eetermin'd to call himſelf Don Quixote. Whence 
the he Authors of this moſt authentick Hiſtory 
graw this Inference, that his right Name was 
Piicads, and not Queſada, as others obſtinately 
Fretend. And obſerving that the valiant Amadis, 
ot ſatisfy'd with the bare Appellation of Amadis, 


r 
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| * Rozin commonly means an ordinary Horſe ; Ante 
before and formerly. This the Word Rozinante ma 
ply that he was formerly an ordinary Horſe, and 5 
ive et he is now an Horſe that claims the Precedence 
was om ad other ordinary Horſes. F 
B 4 added 
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added to it the Name of his Country, that it 
might grow more famous by his Exploits, and fo 
ſtyl'd himſelf Amadit de Ganl ; ſo he, like a ho 
Lover of his native Soil, reſolv'd to call himſelf 
Don Quixote de la Mancha; which Addition, to his 
Thinking, denoted very plainly his Parentage and 
Country, and conſequently wou'd fix a laſting 
Honour on that Part of rhe World. 


And now his Armour being ſcour'd, his Head. ö 


Piece improv'd to a Helmet, his Horſe and him. 
felf new-nam'd, he perceiv'd he wanted nothing 


but a Lady, on whom he might beſtow the Em- 


pire of his Heart; for he was ſenſible that a 
Knight-Errant without a Miſtreſs, was a Tree 
without either Fruit or Leaves, and a Body with. 
out a Soul. Shou'd I, ſaid he, by good or ill For- 
tune chance to. encounter ſome Giant, as 'tis 
common in Knighr-Errai,try, and happen to lay 
him p oſtrate on the Ground, transfix'd with my 


Lance, or cleft in two, or in ſhort overcome him 


and have him at my Mercy, woud it not be pro- 
per to hav- ſome lady to whom I may fend him 
as a Trophy of my Valour? Then when he cames 
into her Preſence, throwing himſelf at her Feet, 
he may thus make his humble Submiſſion ; * Lady, 


Jam the Giant Caraculiambro, Lord of the Iſland _ 


of Malindrania, vanquiſh'd in ſingle Combat by 
© that never-deſtrved1y-enough-extoll'dKnighc-Er- 
rant Don Quixote de la Mancha, who has command- 
ed me to caſt my ſelf moſt humbly at your Feet, 
that it may pleaſe your Ho our to diſpoſe of me 
according to your Will. Oh how elevated was 
the Knight with the Conceit of this imaginary 


Submiſſion of the Giant; eſpecially having with. F' 


al bethought himſelf of a Perſon on whom he 
might confer the Title of his Miftreſs! which, 
tis believ'd, happen d thus: Near the Place where 
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he liv'd dwelt a good likely Country Laſs, for 
whom he had formerly had a ſort of an Incline 
ion, tho' tis believ'd ſhe never heard of it, nor 
Fegarded it in the leaſt. Her Name was 4/dongs 
orengo; and this was ſhe whom he thought he 
might intitle to the Soveraignty of his Heart: 
pon which he ſtudied to find her out a new 
Name, that might have ſome Affinity with her 
pld one, and yet at the ſame time ſound ſome- 


Jyrhat like that of a/Princeſs or Lady of Quality: 


Po at laſt he reſolv'd to call her Dulcinea, with the 

Addition of del Toboſo, from the Place where ſhe 

was born; a Name, in his Opinion, ſweet, har- 

Fnonious, extraordinary, and no leſs ſignificative 
the others which he had devis'd. 
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— — — — — 
C HAR HI. 
Of Don Quixote's fr Sally. 


2 Pre parations being made, he found 
his Deſigns ripe for Action, and thought 
it now a Crime to deny himſelf any longer to the 
injur'd World that wanted ſuch a Deliverer; the 
more when he conſider'd what Grievances he was 
to redrefs, what Wrongs and Injuries to remove, 
what Abuſes to correct, and what Duties to diſ- #' 
charge. So one Morning before Day, in the 
greateſt Heat of July, without acquainting any 
one with his Deſign, with all the Secrecy imagi- 
nable, he arm'd himſelf Cap-a-pee, lac'd on his 11. 
contrived Helmet, brac'd on his Target, graſp'd 
his Lance, mounted Rozinante, and at the private 
Door of his Back-yard ſally'd out into the Fields, 
wonderfully pleas'd to ſee with how much Eaſe 
he had ſucceeded in the Beginning of his Enter- 
Prize. But he had not gone far e'er a terrible 
Thought alarm'd him, a Thought that had like 
to have made him renounce his great Undertaking; ? 
for now it came into his Mind that the Honour 
of Knighthood had not yet been conferr'd upon 
him, and therefore, according to the Laws of 
Chivalry, he neither could nor ought to appear 
in Arms againſt any profeſs'd Knight: Nay he 
alſo conſider d, that tho' he were already knight- 
ed, it would become him to wear white Armour, 
and not to adorn his Shield with any Deviſe, till 
he had deſery'd one by ſome extraordinary De- 
monſtration of his Valour. Thi $ 
eſe 
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2 Theſe Thoughts ſtagger'd his Reſolution, but 
Sis Folly prevailing more than any Reaſon, be re- 
l be dubb'd a Knight by the firſt he ſhou'd 
meet, after the Example of ſeveral others, who 
his diſtrafting Romances inform'd him, had 
ÞSrmerly done the like. As for the other Diffi- 
ulty about wearing white Armour, he propos d 
Þ overcome it, by ſcouring his own at Leiſure 
$11 it ſhou'd look whiter than Ermines) And 
Having thus difmiſs'd theſe buſy Scruples, he very 
tmly. rode on, leaving it to his Horſe's Diſcre- 
ion to go which — he pleas'd, firmly believ- 
g that in this conſiſted the very Being of Ad- 
rentures: And as he thus went on, I cannot but 
Sclicve, ſaid he to himſelf, that when the Hiſtory 
my famous Atchievements ſhall be given to 
She World, the learned Author will begin it in 
is very Manner, when he comes to give an Ac» 
punt of this my early ſetting out; Scarce had 
the ;uddy-colour'd: Phzbw begun to ſpread the 
golden Treſſes of his lovely Hair over the vaſt 
Surface of the earthly. Globe, and ſcarce had 
$ thoſe feather'd Poets of the Grove, the pretty 
painted Birds, tun'd their little Iipes, to fing 
+ their early Welcomes in ſoft melodious Strains 
to the beautiſul Aurora, who having left her 
4 jealous Husband's Bed, diſplay'd her rofy Graces 
to mortal Eyes from the Gates and Balconies 
of the Horizon of La Mancha, when the re- 
nowned Knight Don Quixote de la Mancha, dif 
daining ſoft Repoſe, forſook the voluptuous 
Down, and mounting his famous Steed Roxi- 
nante, enter'd the ancient and celebrated Plains 
of Mentiel, This was indeed the very Road he 
ook; and then proceeding, * O happy Age, O 

fortunate. Times, cry'd he, decreed to uſher in- 


to the World my famous Achievements, At- 
leſe 


chieve- 
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*- chievements worthy to be engraven on Braſs, 
* carv'd in Marble, and: delineated in ſome Ma. 
ſter-piecce of Painting, as Monuments of 
my Glory, and Examples for Poſterity! And 
© thou venerable Sage, wiſe Inchanter, whatever 
be thy Name, thou whom Fate has ordain'd to 
* be the Compiler of this rare Hiſtory, forget 
not I beſcech thee my truſty Rozinante, the eter: 
nal Companion of all my Adventures. After 
this, as if he had been really. ia Love; O Prin. 
* cels Dulcinea, cry'd he, Lady of this captive 4 
Heart, much Sorrow and Woe you have doom'd 
*- me to in-baniſhing me thus, and impoſing on 
me your rigorous Commands, never to appear 
before your beauteous Face! Remember, Lady, 
that loyal Heart your Slave, who for your: W: 
Love ſubmits to ſo. many Miſeries. To theſe | 
extravagant Conceits he added a World of others, 
all in Imitation and in the very Style of thoſe 7 
which the reading of Romances had furniſh'd 
him with; and all this while he rode ſo ſoftly, 
and the Sun's Heat encreas'd fo: faſt and was ſo 
violent, that it would have been ſufficient to have 
melted his Brains had he had any left. E 
He travell'd almoſt all that Day without meet. * 
ing any Adventure worth the Trouble of rela. 
ting: ; which put him into a kind of Deſpair ; for Mn 
he deſir'd nothiag more, than to encounter imme- 
diately ſame Perſon on whom he might try the 
Vigour of his Arm. 0 
- Some Authors ſay, that Ins firſt Adventure wa? 
chat of the Paſs call'd Puerto Lapice ; others, that 
of the Wind-mills ; but alb that Lcould diſcover 3 
af Certainty in this Matter, and that T-meert with 
in the Annals of La Mancha, is; that he travelld 
all that Day, and towards the Evening, he and his“ 
Horſe being, heartily tir d, and almoſt fami — y 
1/7 on 


gOrMPact AY 


raſs, 

Ma. 
of 

And 


ever 
d to 
rget 


ter- 


ter 
rin. 
tive 
m'd 
on 
pear 


ady, 1 
out 


heſe 


ers, 
hoſe 


ſh'd 


ft ly, 
$ 10 
ave 


eet- 


ela. 


for 
me- 


the 1 


was 
that 
ver 
71th? 
11d 3 
his 
Nd, 
Jon 


of the renomn d Don Quixote. 13 


a Nuirete looking about him, in hopes to. diſ⸗ 
Ver ſome Caſtle, or at leaſt ſome Shepherd's 
Petage, there to repoſe and refreſh himſelf; at 
, near the Road which he kept, he eſpy'd an 
Wn, as welcome a Sight to his longing Eyes as if 
bad diſcover'd a Star directing him to the 
ce, nay to the Palace, of his Redemption. 
ereupon haſt'ning towards the Inn with all the 
Seed he cou'd, he got thither juſt at the Cloſe of 
e Evening. There ſtood by chance at the Inn- 
Por two young Female- Adventurers, alias Com- 
hon-Wenches, who were going to Scvil with 
e Carriers, that — — to take up their 
pdging there that very Evening: And, as what- 
er our Knight-Errant ſaw, thought, or imagin'd, 
xs all of a romantick Caſt, and appear d to him 
ogether after the Manner of the Books that had 
erverted his Imagination, he no ſooner ſaw the 
Mn but he fancy'd it to be a Caſtle fenc'd with 
ur Towers, and lofty Pinnacles glittering with 
Slver, together with a deep Moat, Draw bridge, 
Ind all thoſe other Appurtenances peculiar to ſuch 
ind of Places. 
Therefore when he came near it, he ſtop'd a 
While at a Diſtance from the Gate, expecting that 


me Dwarf wou'd appear on the Battlements, 
Ind found his Trumpet to give Notice of the Ar- 
val of a Knigkt; but finding that no Body 


ame, and that Roxinante was for making the-beſt 
f his Way to the Stable, he advanc'd to the Inn- 
bor, where ſpying the two young Doxies, they: 
em'd to him two beautiful Damſels, or graceful 
ad ies, t king the Benefit of the freſh Air at the 
rate of the Caſtle. It happen'd alſo at the very 


oment, that a Swine-herd'chanc'd to wind his 
orn to get his Hogs together; and Don Quixote 
reſeatly imagin'd this was the wiſn'd for Signal 


u hich 
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which ſome Dwarf gave to notify his Approach; 
therefore with the greateſt Joy in the World he 
rode up to the Inn. The Wenches, affrighted 2 ; 
the Approach of a Man cas'd.in- Iron, and arm'd 
with a Lance and Target, were for running in- 
to their Lodging; but Don Quixote perceiving of 


their Fear by their Flight, lifted up the Paſte. if 


board Beaverof his Helmet, and diſcovering hit 
wither'd duſty Face, with comely Grace and grave 
Delivery accofted them in this Manner: I beſeech 5 
* ye, Ladies, do not fly, nor fear the leaſt Offence; Þ 
*The Order of Knighthood, which I profeſs,does not 


permit me to countenance or offerInjuries to any WW 


one in the Univerſe, and leaſt of all to Perſons-of 
your Ladyſhips exalted Rank and Merit. The 

Wenches look'd earneſtly upon him, endeavouring 
to ſee his Face, which his ill-contriv'd Beaver 

partly hid; but when they heard themſelves thus 
complimented with the Title of Ladyſhip, an Ho. 
nour to which their Condition never had the leaſt | 

Pretence, they could not forbear laughing outright; V 
which Don Quixote reſented as a great Aﬀeont. 7 
Give me Leave to tell ye, Ladies, cry'd he, that 
* Modeſty and Civility are very becoming in the 
fair Sex; whereas Laughter without Ground is 


the higheſt Piece of Indiſcretion :- However, ad- 


ded he, I do not preſume to ſay this to offend $ 
* you, or incur your Diſpleaſure; no, Ladies, 1 
aſſure you I have no other Deſign but to do you 
Service. This uncommon way of Expreſſion, 
joyn'd to the Knight's ſcurvy Figure, encreas'd 
their Mirth ; which incens'd him to that Degree, 
that this might have carry'd things to an Extre- 
mity had not the Inn-keeper luckily appeared at 
that Junfture He was a Man whoſe Burden of 
Fat inclin'd him to Peace and Quietneſs, yet 
when he had obſerv'd ſuch a ſtrange Dal n 
Un 


of the renown?d Don Quixote. 15 


mane Shape in his add Armour and Equipage, 
could hardly forbear keeping the Wenches 
mpany in their Laughter; but having the Fear 
W ſuch 2 warlike Appearance before his Eyes, 
Freſolwd to give him good Words, and there 


ring Te accoſted him civilly ; Sir Knight, faid he, 
ſte- your Worſhip be diſpos d to alight, you will 
hit Mi of nothing here but of à Bed, as for all o- 
rave 


r Accommodations you may be tupply'd to 
Sur Mind. Don Quixote obſerving the Humanity 
the Governour of the Caſtle, (for fuch the 


not n- keeper and Inn ſeem'd to him) Senior Caftit- 
any e, ſaid he, the leaſt thing in the World ſuffices 
s-of e, for Arms are the only things I value, and 
The mbat is my Bed of Repoſe. The Inn-keeper 
ing Wovght he had call'd him “ Caflilase, as taking 
ver n to. be one of the true Caftilians, whereas he 
hus as indeed of Andalufis, nay of the Neighbour- 
Ho. Pod of St. Lucar, no leſs thieviſh than Cacw, 
eaſt r leſs miſchievous than a Truant-Scholar or a 
zht; Wourt-Page, and therefore he made him this Re- 
Int. My; At this Rate, Sir Knight, your Bed might 
hat Ape a Pavement, and your Reſt to be ſtill awake; 
the Myou may then ſafely alight, and I dare aſſure 
dis you you can hardly miſs being kept awake all 
ad. the Year long in this Houſe, much leſs 
nd one ſingle Night. With that he went and held 


Don Quixote's Stirrup, who not having broke his 
aſt that Day, diſmounted with no ſmall Trouble 

Difficulty. He immediately defir'& the 'Go- 
rnour (that is, the Inn-keeper) to have ſpecial 
Bare of his Steed, aſſuring him that there 


—_— 222M,ͤb L 1 


* Caſtillano ſignifies beth a Conſtable or Governour of 
Caſtle, and an Iuhabitant of the Kingdom of Caſtile | 
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of Arms atchiev'd by me in your Service had IQ. 
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was not a better in the Univerſe 3 upon which 
the Inn keeper view'd him narrowly, but could 
not think him to be half ſo good as Don Quiz: 
faid: However, having ſet him up in the Stable, 
he came back to the Knight to ſee what he -want- wy 
ed, and found him pulling» off his Armour by 
the Help of the an re, — Wenches, who had | 
already reconcil'd themſelves to him; but thou 
they had eas d him of his Gorſlet and Back plate, 
they could by no Means undo his Gorget, nor 
take off his ill contrivd Beaver, which he had 
ty d ſo faſt witk green Ribbons that *rwas im- 
ſſible to get it off without cutting them; nowuxʒ 
e would by no Means permit that, and ſo was 
forc'd to keep on his Helmet all Night, which 1 
was one of the moſt pleaſant Sights in the World. 1 


« 


: 3% 

a * 
5 1 
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And while his Armour was taking off by the two 
kind Laſſes, imagining them to be ' Perſons f 
Quality, and Ladies of that Caſtle, he very grate. 7? 
fully made them the following - Compliment, {in 

Imitation of an old Romance | 


There neuer was on Earth a Knight 
So waited on by Ladies fair, 4 

As once was he, Don Quixote hight, 1 
When firſt he left his Village dear: 2 
Damſels t"undreſs him ran with Speed, 7 
And Princeſſes to adreſs his Steed. 


O Rozinante! for that is my Horſe's Name, 
Ladies, and mine Don Quixote de la Mancha, I ne- 


ver thought to have diſcover'd it, till ſome Feats 4 


. 


made me better known to your Ladyſhips ; but £1 

Neceſſity forcing me to apply to preſent Pur- "Ye. 

poſe that Paſſage of the ancient Romance of. Sir K 

Lancelot, which I now repeated, has extarted tha 4 
7 Se- 


* 
4 
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— Fecret from me before its Time. Yet a Day will 
it, come, when you ſhall command and I obey, 
je. and then the Valour of my Arm ſhall evince the 
\t. Reality of my Zeal to ſerve your Ladyſhips. 
by The two Females, who were not uſed to ſuch | 
14 Rhetoricel Speeches, could make no Anſwer to 
oh chis, they only ask'd him whether he would ear 
re, Many thing? That I will with all my Heart, cry'd 
or Don Quixote, whatever ir be, for I am of Opinion 
ad gnothiag can come to me more ſeaſonably. Now, 
n. 28 III- luck would have it, it happen'd to be Friday, 
Wand there was nothing to be had at the Inn but 
1: fume Pieces of Fiſh, which is call'd 4badexo in 
ch ceaſtile, Bacaiias in Andaluſia, Curadilo in ſome 
14, Places, and in others Truchucla or Little Trout, 


though after all tis but Poor Jack: So they ask'd 
him » hether he could eat any of that Tr«chuels, 
hecauſe they had no other Fiſh to give him. Don 
© 2u/x»e imining they meant ſmall Trout, told 
them th t provided there were more than one, twas 
the ſame thing to him, they would ſerve him as 
well as a great one; for continued he, tis all one 
to me whether Fam paid a Piece of Eight in one 
ſingle Piece, or in eight ſmall Reals, which are 
q vorth as much: Beſides, tis probable theſe S mal 
routes may be like Veal, which is finer Meat than 
Beef; or like the Kid, which is better than the 
Goat. In ſhorr, let it be what it will ſo it comes 
quickly, for the Weight of Armour and the Fa- 
tigue of Travel are not to be ſupported without 

= Frecruiting Food, Thereupon they laid the Cloth 
= gat the Inn-door, for the Benefit of the freſh Air, 
— *Fand the Land- lord brought him a Piece of that Salt- 
Sith, but il! water'd, and as ill dreſs'd; and as 


-# for the Bread, twas as mouldy and brown as the 
he Knight's Armour. But 'twould have made one 


augh to have ſeen him eat ; for having his Hel- 


al met 
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met on, with his Beaver lifted up, twas impoſſi. 
ble for him to feed himſelf without Help, ſo that | 
one of thoſe Ladies had that Office; but there 
was no giving him Drink that way, and he muſt 
have gone without it, had not the Inn-keeper * 
boar'd a Cane, and ſetting one End of it to his 
Mouth, pourd the Wine in at the other; all 
which the Knight ſuffer'd patiently, becauſe hge 
would not cut the Ribbonds that faſten'd his Hel- 
mer. 

While he was at Supper, a Sow. gelder hap. 
pen'd to wind his Inſtrument four or five times 
as he came near the Inn; which made Don in. 
ote the more poſitive of his being in a famous 
Caſtle, where he was entertain'd with Mufick at 
Supper, that the Poor-Jack was young Trout, the 
Bread of the fineſt Flower, the Wenches 
great Ladies, and the Inn-keeper the Governour 3 
of the Caſtle ; which made him applaud himſelf 3 
for his Reſolution, and bis ſetting out on ſuch an 
Account. The only thing that vex'd him was, 
that he was not yet dubb'd a Knight, for he fan- r 
ey'd he could not lawfully undertake any Adven- i 
ture till he had receiv'd the Order of Knighthood, 


Sil vato as Cannes, l 
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all n Account of the pleaſant Method taken hy 


Don Quixote to be dubb d a Knight. 
ON Nuixete's Mind being diſturb'd with 


5. 
nes 1 5 that Thought, out of his ſhort Ordinary 
i. Je made yet a ſhorter Supper; and as ſoon as he 


dus Pad done he call'd his Hoſt, then ſnut him and 

at Himſelf up in the Stable, and falling at his Feet, 
the will never riſe from this Place, cry'd he, moſt 
hes falorous Knight, till you have graciouſly vouch- 
our fed to grant me a Boon, whick I will now beg 
ſelf If you; and which will redound to your Honour 


nd the Good of Mankind. The Inn-keeper, 
vas, Frangely at a Loſs to find his Gueſt at his Feet, 
fan- d talking at this Rate, endeavour'd to make 
en · im riſe, but all in vain, till he had promis d to 
z0d, Jrant him what he ask d. T expected no leſs from 

Pour great Magnificence, Noble Sir, reply'd Don 


iote, and therefore I make bold to tell you, 
hat the Boon which I beg, and you generouſly 
"Fondeſcend to grant me, is, that ro Morrow you 
Pill be pleaſed to beſtow the Honour of Knight. 
Rood upon me. This Night I will watch my 
rmour-in the Chappel of your Caſtle, and then 
In the Morning you ſhall gratify me, as I 
_ _Epately defire, that 1 may be duly qualify'd to 
A FP. ek out Adventures in every Corner of the Uni- 
erſe, to relieve the Difretied, according to 


e Laws of Chivalry, and the Inclinations of 
night-Errants like my ſelf, The + 
who 
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who, as I ſaid, was a ſharp Fellow, and had al. 
ready a ſhrewd--Suſpicton of the Diſorder in h 

Gueſt's Underſtanding, was fully convinc'd of it? 
when he heard him talk after this Manner; and 
to make Sport that Night, refolv'd to humour. 
him in his Deſires, telling him he was highly to 
be commended for his Choice of ſuch an Employ. 
ment, which was altogether worthy a Knight of 
the firſt Order, ſuch as his gallant Deportment 
diſcover'd him to be; That he himſelf had in his 
Vouth followed that honourable' Profeſſion rang. 
ing through many Parts of the World in ſearch . 
of Adventures, without ſo much as forgetting 
to viſit the * Percheles of Malaga, the Iſſes of RI. Kt 
ran, the Compalv-of./\ew.1, the Quickſilver Houk 
of S:rgovia, the OlivesField of Valencia, the Circle? 
of Granada, the Wharf of St. Lucar, the Potro cf 

Cerdoua, the Hedge- Taverns of Toledo, and di. 

vers other Places, where he had exercis'd the 
Nimblenefs of his Feet and the Subtilty of hu 
Hands, doing Wrongs in Abundanee, ſolliciting 

many Widows, undoing ſome Damſels, bub 
bling young Heirs, and in a Word, making him. 
felf famous in moſt of the Courts of Judicatur: 

in pain; till at length he retir'd to this Caſtle i 
where he liv'd on his own Eſtate and thoſe oil 

others, entertaining all Kaights-Errant of what 
Quality or Condition ſoe ver, purely for the gre 
Affection he bore them, and to partake of what 
they got in Recompence of his Good-will. ' Hey 
added, That his Caſtle at pan had no Chap“ 
pel where- the Knight might keep the Vigil 

his Arms, it being pull'd down in order to by 


* 


. 


* Theſe are all Places usted ſor Rogueriepand diſorder 
& Doings,” * LEST +% & 6 LE. 2 
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al Sw built; but that he knew they might law- 
hit Puy be watched in any other Place in a Caſe of 
"Wecefliry; and therefore he might do it that 
ht in the Court-yard of the Caſtle ; and in 
e Morning all the neceflary Ceremonies ſhould 


7 to perform'd, ſo that he might aſſure himſelf he 
* »uld be dubb'd a Knight, nay as much a 
of 


night as any one in the World could be. He 
nent en ask d Don Quixote whether he had any Mo- 
| his ey? Not a Croſs, reply d the Knight, for I ne- 
ing. r read in any Hiſtory of Chivalry that any 
arch Enight-Brrant ever -carry'd Money about him. 
ting Fou are miſtaken, cry'd the Inn-keeper ; for ad- 
Ria. Nit the Hiſtories are ſilent in this Matter, the 
ouß Nuthors thinking it needleſs to mention things 
evidently neceſſary as Money and clean Shirts, 
ro of t there is no Reaſon to believe the Knights 
di. eat, without either; and you may reſt aſſu:'d 


L the tall the Knight-Errants, of whom | ſo many 

bit MRories are full, had their Purſes well lin'd to 

ting Sopply. themſelves with Neceſſaries, and carry'd 

— Jo with them ſome Shirts, and a ſmall Box of 
1 


ies to heal their Wounds ; for they had not 
> Conveniency of Surgeons to cure em eve 

aſt!e Mime they fought in Fields and Deſarts, unleſs 
© c y were ſo happy as to have ſome Sage or Ma- 
what cian for their Friend to give them preſent Aſ- 
gre Mance, ſending them 'fome Damſel or Dwarf 
whit Prough the Air in a Cloud, with a ſmall Bottle 
Water of ſo great a.Vertue, that they no ſooner 
hap Iſted a Drop of it, but their Wounds were as 
il ol erfectly cured as if they had never receiv'd 
o by. But when they wanted ſuch a Friend in 
— Irmer Ages, the Knights thought themſelves 


Ilig'd to take Care, that their Squires ſhould he 
ſora rovided with Money and other Neceſſaries, 28 
* int and Salves to dreſs their Wounds 


an 
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and if thoſe Knights ever happen d to have ty 
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Squires, which was -but very ſeldom, then the 
carry'd thoſe things behind them in a little Bag 
as if it had been ſomething of greater Value, an 
ſo neatly fitted to their Saddle that it was hard 
ly ſeen ; for had it not been upon ſuch an Ac 
count, the carrying of a Bag was not much allow! "i 
among Knight-Errants. I muſt» therefore advit i 
you, continu'd he, nay I' might even charge 21 
command you, as you are ſhortly to be my So 
in Chivalry, never from this Time forwards t: 
ride without Money, nor without the athe 
Neceſſaries of which Tſpoke to you, which y i 
will find very beneficial when you leaſt expel Mi 
it. Don Quixote promis'd to perform very pundo nM 
ally all his Injunctions; and ſo they diſpos'd eve 
ry thing in order to his watehing his Arms in 
great Vard that adjoyn'd to the Inn. To whid 
Purpoſe the Knight, having got them all tog: 
ther, laid 'em in a Horſe- trough cloſe by a Wel 


in that Vard; then bracing his Target and graſ 


ing his Lance, juſt as it grew dark, he beg 

to walk about by the Horfe-trough with a gract 
ful Deportment. In the mean while the Inn-keey's 
er acquainted all thoſe - that were in the Hou i. 
with the Extravagancies of his Gueft, his watch r 
ing his Arms, and his Hopes of being made at 


Knight: They alladinir'd very much at ſo ſtrang e. 


a kind of Folly, and went out to obſerve hit 

at a Diſtance; where they ſaw him ſometim e. 
walk about with a great deal of Gravity, ap 
ſometimes lean on His Lance, with his Eyes id 
the while fix'd upon his Arms. "Twas noi £ 
undoubted Night, bur yet the Moon 0 > 
Mine with ſuch a Brightneſs, as might almoWh: 
have vy'd with that of the Planet which Jent hi 
her; ſo that the Knight was wWholly expos'd t 
' (he 


nt | 
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; | e SpeQators View. While he was thus employ'd, 
We of the Carriers who lodg'd in the Inn came 
t ro water the Mules, which he could not do 


ithout removing the Arms out of the Trough, 
ith that Don Nuixote, who ſaw him make to- 


1 ards him, cry'd out to him aloud, O thou, who 


r thou art, raſh Knight, that prepares to lay 


7 y Hands on the Arms of the moſt valorous Er. 
Nat that ever wore a Sword, take Heed; do not 


daciouſly attempt to prophane em with a 


ouch, left inſtant Death be the too ſure Re ward 


thy Temerity. But the Carrier never regard. 
I theſe dreadful Threats, and lay ing hold on the 
rmour by the Straps, without any more ado 


rewe it a good way from him; though it had 


en better for him to have let it alone, for Don 
ixote no ſooner ſaw this, but Hhfting up his Eyes 
eaven, and addreſſing his Thoughts, as it 


nd, to his Lady Dulcines, Aſſiſt me, Lady, 


'd he, in this firſt Opportunity that offers it 


f co your faithful Slave; nor let your Favour 


d Protection be deny'd me in this firſt Trial of 
Valour! Repeating fuch like  Ejaculations, 
let ſlip his Target, and lifting up his Lance 
ith both his Hands, he gave the Carrier ſuch a 
rrible Knock'on his inconſiderate Head with his 
ance, that he laid him at his Feet in a woful 
ondition; and had he back'd that Blow with a- 
dther, the Fellow would certainly have had no 
eed of a Surgeon. This done, Don Quixote took 


his Armour, laid it again in the Horſe-trough, 


d then walk'd on backwards and forwards with 
great Unconcern as he did at firſt. 
Soon after another Carrier, not knowing 


F hat had happen'd, came alſo to water his Mules, 
chile the firſt yet Jay on the Ground in a Trance; 


t as he offer d to clear the Trough of the Ar. 
mour, 
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mour, Don Quixote, without ſpeaking a Word, er 
imploring any one's Aſſiſtance, once more dropp'd 
his Target, lifted up his Lance, and then let it 
fall ſo heavily on the Fellow's Head, that he broke 
it it in three or four Places. His Outcry ſoon a. 
larm'd and brought thither all the People in the 
Inn, and the Landlord among the reſt.; which Don : 
Quixote perceiving, Thou Queen of Beauty (cry'd 

he, bracing on his Shield and drawing his Sword) 
thou Courage and Vigour of my .weaken'd 
Heart, now is the Time when thou muſt enliven 
thy adventurous Slave with the Beams of thy 
Greatneſs, while this Moment he is engaging in 7? 
ſo terrible an Adventure! With this, in his O. 
pinion, he found himſelf ſupply'd with ſuch an 
Addition of Courage, that had all the Carriers in . 
the World at once attack d him, he would un- 
doubtedly have fac'd them all. On the other 
Side, the Carriers, enrag'd to ſee their Com- 
rades thus us'd, though they were afraid to come 
near, gave the Knight ſuch a Volley of Stones, 
that he was forc'd to ſhelter himſelf as well as he 
could under the Covert of his Target, without 
daring to go far from the Horfe-trough, leſt he e 
ſhould ſeem to abandon his Arms. he Inn- r 
keeper call'd to the Carriers as loud as he could is 
to let him alone; that he had told them already he 
he was mad, and conſequently the Law would at 
acquit him though he ſhould kill em. Don Per 
Quixote alſo made yet more Noiſe, calling 'em 
falſe and treacherous Villains, and the Lord of 
the Caſtle baſe and inhoſpitable, and a diſcour-W 
reous Knight, for ſuffering a Knight-Errant to be 
ſo abus'd. I would make thee know, cry'd he, 
what a perfidious Wretch thou art, had I but re- 
ceiv'd the Order of Knighthood; but for you, 
baſe 3gnominious Rabble fling on, do your 
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4 Receive the Reward of your Indiſeretion and In- 
ir ſolence. This he ſpoke with ſo much Spirit and 
Vndauntedneſs, that he ſtruck a Terrour into all 
. Mis Aſſailants; ſo that partly through Fear, and 
ie partly through the Inn-keeper's Perſwaſions, they 
\n Wave over flinging Stones at him; and he on his 
1 ide permitted the Enemy to carry off their 
d) Wounded, and then return d to the Guard of his 
Arms as calm and compos'd as before. 
en The Inn-keeper, who began ſome what to diſre- 
Ich theſe mad Tricks of his Gueſt, reſolv'd to 
Siſpatch him forthwith, and beſtow on him that 
Inlucky Knighthood, to prevent further Miſ- 
ef: So coming to him, he excus'd himſelf 
Pr che Inſolence of thoſe baſe Scoundrels, as 
ing done without his Privity or Conſent; but 
=Dcir Audaciouſneſs, he ſaid, was ſufficiently pu- 
Wiſhed. He added, that he had already told him 
ne Pere was no Chappel in his Caſtle ; and that in- 
ed there was no need of one to finiſh the reſt 
the Ceremony of Knighthood, which conſiſt- 
only in the Application of the Sword to the 
Neck and Shoulders, as he had read in the Regi- 
Prof the Ceremonies of the Order; and that 
is might be perform d as well in a Field as an 
dy here elſe: That he had already fulfill'd the Ob- 
uld Nation of watching his Arms, which requir'd no 
Yon ore than a Two-hour's Watch, whereas he had 
em Wen four Hours upon the Guard. Don Quixote, 
of Mo eaſily believ'd him, told him he was ready 
wr. obey him, and defir'd him to make an End of 
be e Buſineſs as ſoon as poſſible; for if he were 
he, It knighted, and ſhould ſee himſelf once at- 
re- kd, he believ'd he ſhould not leave a Man a- 
ou, e in the Caſtle, except thoſe whom he ſhould 
out f ſire him do ſpare for his Sake, 
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Upon this the Inn-keeper , leſt the Knight >. | 
ſhould proceed to ſuch Extremities, fetch'd the 
Book in which he us'd to fer down the Carrier; 
Accounts for Straw and Barley; and having 
brought with him the two kind Females already 
mention'd, and à Boy that held a Piece of light. 
ed Candle in his. Hand, he order'd Don Qu, 
to kneel : Then reading in his Manual, as if. h: 
had been. repeating. ſome. pious Oration, in the 4 
' Midſt of his Devotion he lifred up his Hand 4 , 
and gave him a good Blow on the Neck, and then 
a gentle Slap on the Back with the Flat of hi 
Sword, ſtill mumbling ſome Words between hi 
Teeth in the Tone of a Prayer. After this h 
grder'd one of the Wenches to gird the Swot 
about the Knight's Waſte ; which ſhe did with 
much Solemnity, and I may add Diſcretion, con 
ſidering how hard a thing it was to forbear laugh 
ing at every Circumſtance of the Ceremony 
*Tis true, the Thoughts of the Knight's la 
Proweſs did not a little contribute to the checifſh 
ing the Expreſſion of her Mirth. As ſhe gird: 
on his Sword, Heav'n, cry'd the kind Lady, mai s 
your Worſhip a lucky Knight, and proſper ye 4 
. where-ever you go. Don Quixote deſir d to kno 
her Name, that he might underſtand to wu n 
was indebted for the Favour ſhe had beſtuw'd vi 
on him, and alſo make her Partaker of the Honou 
he was to acquire by the Strength of his Ar 
To which the Lady anſwer'd with all Humilit 
that her Name was Toloſe, a Cobler's Daughteſ 
that, kept a Stall among the little Shops of San: 
minaya at Teledo ;-and that whenever he pleas'd i 
command her, ſhe would be his humble Servan 
Don Quixote begg'd of her to do him the Favor 
to add hereafter the Title of Lady to her Nam 
and for his Sake to be czil'd from that Tame tt 
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Lady Tleſo; which the promis'd to do. Her Com- 
panion having buckled on his Spurs, occaſion'd 


f the like Conference between them; and when 
he had ask'd her Name, ſhe told him ſhe went 


by the Name of. Miller, being the Daughter of an 

honeſt Miller of Antequera. Our new Knight en- 
treated her alſo to ſtile her ſelf the Lady Miller, 
making her new Offers of Service. Theſe ex- 


traordinary Ceremonies (the like never ſeen be- 


fore) being thus hurried over in a kind of Poſt= 


7 haſte, Don Quixote could not reſt till he had taken 
the Field in queſt of Adventures; therefore have 
ing immediately ſaddled his Rozinante, and being 
mounted, he .embrac'd the Inn-keeper, and re- 
*X turn'd him ſo many Thanks at ſo extravagant a 
Rate, for the high Obligation he had laid upon 
him in dubbing him a Knight, that 'tis impoſſible 


A co give atrue Relation of 'em all: To which the' 


FF Inn-keeper, in haſte to get rid of him, return'd as 
2X rhetorical, though ſhorter Anſwers; and, without 


ſtopping his Horſe for the Reckoning, was glad 
with all his Heart to ſee him go. 


Ivy. that his Heels ſeem'd ſcarcely to touch the 3 


28 The Life and Atchievements J 


* 


— 
— — 


"WT . We; 


that befell the Knight after be had left the 
d Inn. 


' vor began to uſher in the Morn, when 4 
Don Quixote ſally d out of the Inn, fo well 


pleas'd, ſo gay, and fo over- joy d to find himſelf 


to his Horſe, who ſeem'd ready to burſt his Girths 
for Joy. But calling to mind the Admonitions 
which the Inn-keeper had given him, concerning 
the Proviſion of neceſſary Accommodation in his 
Travels, particularly Money and clean Shirts, he 
veſoly'd to return home to furniſh himſelf with 
them, and likewiſe get him a Squire, deſigning to 
entertain as ſuch a labouring Man his Neighbour, 3 
who was poor and had a _— of Children, but In 

et very fit for the Office. With this Reſolution 3 

e took the Road which led to his own Village; 
and Rezinante, that ſeem'd to know his Will by 
Inftin&, began to carry him a round Trot ſo brisk- 


knighted, that he infus d the ſame Satisfaction in- 


Ground. The Knight had not travell'd far, when 4 
he fancy'd he heard an effeminate Voice complain- 
ing in a Thicket on his right Hand. I thank 
* Heav'o, (faid he when he heard the Cries,) for 
* favouring me ſo ſoon with an Opportunity to 8 ,, 
perform the Duty of my Profeſſion, and reap the WW ©; 

ruit of my Deſires! For theſe Complaints are 1 
certainly the Moans of ſome diſtreſſed Creature, IF i 
who wants my preſent Help. Then a to ou 

at 
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thit Side with all the Speed which Rozinante could 
make, he no ſooner came into the Wood but he 
Z found- a Mare ty'd to an Oak, and to another a 
Z young Lad about fifteen Years of Age, naked 
from the Waſte upwards. This was he who made 


£1 ſuch a lamentable Out-cry; and not without” 
Cauſe, for a lufty Country-fellow was ſtrapping - 
him ſoundly with a Girdle, at every Stripe put- 
ting him in mind of a Proverb, Keep your Mouth 
= but and your Eyes open, Sirrah. Good Maſter, cry'd 
n the Boy, III do fo no more, as I hope to be ſav'd 
I'll never do ſo again! Indeed, Maſter, hereafter - 
I'll take more (are of your Goods. Don Quixote 
ſeeing this, cry d in an angry Tone, Diſcourte- 
is b ous Knight, tis an unworthy A& to ſtrike a Per- 
ſon who is not able to defend himſelf : Come, 
8 beſtride thy Steed, and take thy Lance, (for 
is *Mhe Farmer had ſomething that look d like one 
ie rxeſting upon the ſame Tree to which his Mare 
th as ty'd) then I'll make thee know thou haft 
to acted the Part of a Coward. The Country- fel- 
r, ſow, who gave himfelf for loſt at the Sight of 
ut ein Apparition in Armour brandiſhing his Lance 
n at his Face, anſwer'd him in mild and ſubmiſſive 
53 Words: Sir Knight, cry'd he, this Boy whom 
y II am chaſtifing is my Servant, employ'd by me 
k- to look after a Flock of Sheep, which I have nor 
ae far off; but he is fo heedlefs that I loſe ſome of 
en em every Day. Now, becauſe I correct him 
n- for bis Carelefieſs or his Knavery, he ſays I do 
nk it out of Covetouſneſs to defraud him of his 
for # Wages; but upon my Life and Soul he belies - 
to IF me. What! the Lie in my Preſence, you ſaucy 
he Clown, cry'd Don Quixote; by the Sun that ſhines 
arc Bf I've a good Mind to run thee through the Body 
re, with my Lance. Pay the Boy this Inſtant withe - 
ba out any more 5 or, by the Power that 
1 | . 3 | 
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rules us all, I'I immediately difpatch and anni. 
* hilate thee: Come, unbind him this Moment. 


The Country-man hung down his Head, and with. 7 


out any further Reply unbound the Boy; who be. 
ing ask'd by Don Quixote what his Maſter ow'd 


him, told him 'twas nine Months Wages, at ſeven 


Reals a Month. The Knight having caſt it up, 
found it came to fixty three Reals in all ; which 


he order'd the Farmer to pay the Fellow immedi- 
ately, unleſs he intended to loſe his Life that very 


Moment. The poor Country-man trembling for 


Fear, told him, that, as he was on the Brink of 


Death, by the Oath he had ſworn (by the by he 


had not yet ſworn at all) he did not owe the Lad 


ſo much; for there was to be deduQted for three 
Pair of Shooes which he had bought him, and a 
Real for his being let Blood twice when he was 
ſick. That may be, reply'd Don Quixote; but ſet the 


Price of the Shooes and the Bleeding, againſt the 


Stripes which you have given him without Cauſe: 
For if he has us'd the Shooe-leather which you 
71 for, you have in Return miſus'd and impair'd 

is Skin ſufficiently; and if the Surgeon let him 


blood when he was ſick, you have drawn Blood 


from him now he is in health; ſo that he owes you 


nothing on that Account. The worſt is, Sir Knight, 
cry'd the Farmer, that I have no Money about me; 
but let Andrew go home with me, and I'll pay him 
every Piece out of hand. What! I go home with 
him, cry'd the Youngſter, the devil-a-bir, Sir! Not 
I truly, I know better things; for he'd no ſoonet 
have me by himſelf, but he'd flea me alive like 


another St. Bartholomew, - He will never dare to 


do it, reply'd Don Quixote; I command him, and 


that's ſufficient to reſtrain him: Therefore pro- Hir 


vided he will ſwear by the Order of Knighthood, 
which has been conferr'd upon him, that he will 
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i» KF duly obſerve this Regulation, I will freely let him 
t. go, and then thou art ſecure of thy Money. 
- Good Sir, take Heed what you ſay, cry'd the Boy; 
e- for my Maſter is no Knight, nor ever was of 
'd any Order in his Life: He's John Haldudo, the 
en rich Farmer of Quintinar. This ſignifies little, 
p, Ranſwer'd Don Quixote, for there may be Knights 
ch among the Haldude's; beſides, the brave Man is 
i- his own Herald, and every Man the Son of his 
ry own Works. That's true, Sir, quoth Andrew; 
or but of what Works can this Maſter of mine be 
of the Son, who denies me my Wages which I have 
he Wearn'd with the Sweat of my Brows ? I do not 
ad deny thee to pay thee thy Wages, honeſt Au drem, 
ree cry d the Maſter ; be but fo kind as to go along 
2 with me, and by all the Orders of Knighthood 
vas in the World, I ſwear, I'll pay thee every Piece, 
the Fs I faid, nay and ſweet-ſcented to boot. You 

may ſpare your Perfume, ſaid Don Quixote, do 
but pay him in Reals and I am ſatisfy' d; but be 
ſure you perform your Oath, for if you fail, I 
my ſelf ſwear by the ſame Oath to return and 
find you our, and puniſh you, though you ſhould 
hide your ſelf as cloſe as a Lizard. And if you 
would be inform'd who 'tis that lays theſe In- 
junctions on you, that you may underſtand how 
highly it concerns you to obſerve em, know, I 
aim am the valorous Don Quixote de la Mancha, the 
[ith f Righter of Wrongs, the Avenger and Redreſſer 
Not of Grievances ; and ſo farewel : But remember 
net F what you have promis'd and - ſworn, as you 
like will anſwer the Contrary at your Peril. This 
e to (aid, he clapp'd Spurs to Rexinante, and quickly 
and Neft the Maſter. and the Man a good Way behind 
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The Country-man, who follow'd him with ® 
both his Eyes, no ſooner perceiv'd that he was 
paſs'd the Wood, and quite out of Sight, but nge 
went back to his Boy Andrew. Come, Child, 
ſaid he, I will pay thee what I owe thee, as that 
Righter of Wrongs and Redreſſer of Grievances RX 
has order'd me. Ay, quoth Andrew, on my Word, 
you'll do well to fulfill the Commands of that 
good Knight, whom Heaven grant long to live; 

. for he is ſo brave a Man, and fo juſt 1 * 
adad if you don't pay me he'll come back and 
make his Words good. I dare ſwear as much, 
anſwer'd the Maſter ; and co ſhew thee how much 
J love thee, I am willing to encreaſe the Debt, 
that I may enlarge the Payment. With that he 
caught the Youngſter by the Arm, and ty'd him 
again to the Tree; where he handled him ſo un- 
mercifully, that ſcarce any Signs of Life were left 
in him. Now call your Righter of Wrongs, Mr. i, 
Andrew, cry'd the Farmer, and you ſhall fee he'll 
ne*er be able to undo v hat I have donc; though 8 
T fancy tis but a Part of what Tam to do, for I 
have a good Mind to flea you alive, as you ſaid 1 
would, you Raſcal. However he unty'd him at 
laſt, and gave him Leave to go and ſeek out his 
Judge, in order to have his Decree put in Executi- 
on. Andrew went his Ways, not very well pleaſed 7? 
you may be ſure, yet fully reſolved ta find out the 

| valorous Don Quixote de la Mancha, and give him 7; 

14 an exact Account of the whole Tranſaction, that 

Wy he might pay the Abuſe with ſeven-fold Uſury : 7 

wn In ſhort, he crept off ſobbing and weeping, while 

wh his Maſter ſtaid behind laughing. And in this 
1 Manner was this Wrong redreſs'd by the valorous So; 
1 Don Quixote de Ia Mancha. nm 
In the mean Time, being highly pleaſed with ;; 
himſelf and what had happen d, imagining he 


had 
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had given a moſt fortunate and noble Beginning 
to his Feats of Arms, as he went on towards his 


Village, O' moſt beautiful of Beauties, ſaid he 
with a low: Voice; Daleinea del Toboſo ! well may'ſt 


thou deem thy ſelf moſt happy, ſince 'twas thy 


good Fortune to captivate and hold a willing 
S Slave to thy Deſires ſo valorous and renown- 
ed a Knight as is; and ever ſhall be, Don Quixote ' 


4 la Mancha; who, as all the World knows, had 
the Order of Knighthood' beſtowed' on him but 
Yeſterday, and this Day redreſ$'d'the- greateſt 
Wrong and Grievance that ever Injuſtice could 
deſign or Cruelty commit: This Day has he 
= wreſted the Scourge out of the Hands of that 
Tormentor, who ſo unmercifully treated a ten- 


der Infant, without the leaſt Occaſion given. 


| + oft as he had ſaid this, he found himſelf at a 


Place where four Roads met; and this made hira 
Wpreſently bethink himſelf of thoſe Croſs-ways 


- FKvhichofcen us'd to put Knight-Errants to a Stand, 


4 o conſult with - themſelves which Way they 
mould take; and that he might follow their Ex- 


*23mple, he ſtopp'd a while, and after he had ſeri- 


bu 4 reflected on the Matter, he gave Rezinante 

The Reins, ſubjefting his own Will to that of his 
orſe, who purſuing his firſt Intent, rook the 
Way that led ro his own Stable. 
Don Quixote had not gone above two Miles 
Fut he diſcover'd a great Company of People ri- 
ing towards him, who prov'd to be Merchants 


ef Toledo, that were going to buy Silks in Murcia, 


T hey were ſix in all, every one ſcreen'd with his 
Umbrella, beſides four Servants on Horſe-back, 


iS nd three Muleteers on Foot. The Knight no- 
Poner perceiv'd 'ern; bur he imagin'd this to be 


me new Adventure; and becauſe he was feſolv'd 


d imitate as much at poſſiblo tho Paſſages which 
H C5 he 
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he had read in his Books, he was pleas'd to repre- 
ſent this to himſelf as ſuch a particular Ad- 
venture as he had a ſingular Deſire to meet with; 
and ſo, with a dreadful Grace and Aſſurance, fix- 
ing himſelf in his Stirrups, couching his Lance, 
and covering his Breaſt with his Target, he poſt- 
ed himſelf in the Middle of the Road, expecting 
the coming up of the ſuppoſed Knight-Errants. 
As ſoon as they came within Hearing, with a loud 
Voice and haughty Tone, Hold, cry'd he, Let 
all Mankind ſtand, nor hope to paſs on further, 
* unleſs all Mankind acknowledge and confeſs, 
* that there is not in the Univerſe a more beautiful 
* Damſel, than the Empreſs of La Mancha, the 3 
* peerleſs Dulcines del Toboſo- At thoſe Words the 
erchants made a Halt, to view the unaccounta- 
ble Figure of their Opponent; and eaſily conjec- 1 
turing, both by his Expreſſion and Diſguiſe, 
that the poor Gentleman had Joſt his Senſes, 
they were willing to underſtand the Meaning 
of that ſtrange Confeſſion which he would 
force from them; and therefore one of the 
Company, who lov'd and underſtood Raille- 
ry, having Diſcretion to manage it, undertook to 
talk to him. Sir Knight, cry'd he, we do not ä 
know this worthy Lady you talk of; but be 
* pleaſed to let us ſee her, and then if we find her 
poſſeſs d of thoſe matchleſs Charms of which 
vou aſſert her to be the Miſtreſs, we will freely 7 
and without the leaſt Compulſion own the Truth 
which you would extort from us. Had 1 
once ſhew'd you that Beauty, reply'd Don Quix- 
ore, © what Wonder would it be to have you ac- 
knowledge ſo notorious and evident a Truth? 
The Importance of the thing lies in obliging 
you to believe it, confeſs it, affirm it, ſwear it, 
and maintain it without ſeeing her; and hare in 
Tote; 
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of the renown'd Don Quixote. 35 


re | 4 © fore make this Acknowledgment this very Mo- 
.. © ment, or know, tis with me you muſt join in 
3 Mt Battel;, ye proud and unreaſonable - Mortals. 

Come one by one, as the Laws of Chivalry re- 
©, b auire, or all at once, according to the diſhonou- 
t- 7 © rable Practice of Men of your Stamp; here I 
g F< expe you all my ſingle ſelf, and will ſtand the 


ts. Encounter, confiding in the Juſtice of m 
id Cauſe. Sir Knight, reply'd the Merchant, 
et beſeech you, in the Name of all the Princes 
T, ' here rF hed that for the Diſcharge of our Con- 


ſs, “ ſciences, which will not permit us to affirm a 
ul thing we never heard or faw, and which be- 


he #* ſides tends ſo much to the Diſhonour of the 
he *#* Empreſies and Queens of Alcaria and Eſtrema- 
ta · dura, your Worſhip will vouchſafe to let us ſee 
2c- X ſome Portraiture of that Lady, though 'twere 


ſe, no bigger than a Grain of Wheat; for by a ſmall 
Sample we may judge of the whole Piece, and 
ng by that Means reſt ſecure and fatisfy'd, and you 
11d F contented and appzas'd. Nay, I verily believe 


the that we all find our ſelves already ſo inclinable 
le- co comply with you, that though her Picture 
to ſhould repreſent her to be blind of one Eye, and 
not diſtilling Vermillion and Brimſtone at the other, 


be vet to oblige you we ſhould be ready to ſay in 
her her Favour whatever your Worſhip deſires. * Di- 
ich & #11}, ye infamous Scoundrels, reply'd Don Quixote, 
ely in 'a burning Rage! Diſtill, fay you? Know, 

that nothing diſtills from her but Amber and 
Civet : Neither is ſhe defeQive in her Eyes or 
Shape, but more ſtraight than a Guadaramian 
Spindle. But you ſhall all ſeverely pay for the 


th 1 horrid Blaſphemy which thou haſt uttered againſt 
ing the tranſcendent Beauty of my incomparable 
r it, Lady. Saying this, with his Lance couch'd, he 


ere - an ſo furiouſly a the Merchant who had thug 
fore provek's 
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36 The Life aud Atchievements 
provok'd him, that had not good Fortune ſo or- 
der'd it that Rozinante ſhould ſtumble and fall in 
the Midſt of his Career, the audacious Trifler 
had paid dear for his Raillery: But as Rozinerte 
fell, he threw down his Maſter, who roll'd and 
tumbled a good Way on the Ground without be- 
ing able to 15 upon his Legs, though he us'd all 
his Skill and Strength to effect it; ſo encumber'd 
he was with his Lance, Target, Spurs, Helmet, 
and the Weight of his ruſty Armour. However, 
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his Tongue; Stay, cry'd he, Cowards, Raſcals, do 
not fly! Tis not through my Fault that I he here, 
but through that of my Horſe, ye Poltroons ! 4 

One of the Grooms, who was none of the beſt. 7 
natur'd Creatures, hearing the overthrown Knight 
thus inſolently treat his Maſter, could not bear it 
without returning him an Anſwer on his Ribs; 
and therefore coming up to him, as he lay wal. 
lowing, he ſnatch'd his Lance ; and baving broke 
it to Pieces, he ſo belabour'd Don Nuixete's Sides 
with one of them, that in ſpight of his Arms he 
threſh'd- him like a Wheat- heaf. His Maſter in- 
deed ecall'd to him not to lay him on ſo vigorouf- 
iy, and to let him alone; but the Fellow, whoſe 
Hand was in, would not give over 2 | 
the Knight till he had tir'd out his Paſſion and 
kimſelf; and therefore running to the other Pieces 
of the broken Lance, he fell to't again without 
ceaſing, till he had ſplinter'd them all on the poor 
Knight's Iron Inclofure. He on his Side, not- 
withſtanding all this Storm of Baſtinadoes, lay all 
the while beHowing, threatning Heav'n and Earth, 
and thoſe villanous Ruffians, as he took them to 
be. At laſt the Mule driver was tir'd, and the 
Merchants purſu'd their Journey, ſufficiently? 
&rnilh'd wath Matter of Diſcoutfe at the pot 
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of the reuown d Don Quixote. 37 


Knight's Expence. When he found himſelf alone 
be try d once more to get on his Feet; but if he 
r | 00 4 not do it when he had the Uſe of all his 
t  F;jmbs, how ſhould he do it now, bruis d and 
I Patter'd as he was ? Bur yet for all this he eſteem- 
Id himſelf a happy Man, being ſtill perſwaded 
Il Fhat his Misfortune was one of thoſe Accidents 


d *Rommon in Knight-Errantry, and ſuch a one as 
t, Fe cou'd wholly attribute to the Falling of his 
r, Horſe; nor could he poſſibly get up, ſo ſore and 
th mortify'd as his Body was all over. 
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CHAP. V. 
A further Account of our Knight's Misfor- 


tunes. 


- 


ble to ſtir, reſolv'd to have Recourſe to his 
uſual Remedy, which was to bethink himſelf 
what Paſſage in his Books might afford him 
ſome Comfort : And preſently his Folly brought 
to his Remembrance the Story of Baldwin and the 
Marqueſs of Mantua, when Charlot left the former 
wounded on the Mountain; a Story Jearn'd and e 
known by little Children, not unknown to young We 
Men and Women, celebrated and even believ'd A 
by the old; and yet not a Jot more authentick e 
than the Miracles of Mahomet, This ſeem'd to Wi 
him as if made on Purpoſe for his preſent Cir- 
cumſtances, and therefore he fell a rolling and 
tumbling up and down, expreſſing the greateſt 
Pain and Reſentment, and breathing out with a 
languiſhing Voice the ſame Complaints which 
— wounded Knight of the Werd is ſaid to have 
made. 4 


7 

I 

4 ? 

ON Quixote perceiving that he was not a- ö 
| 


Alas, where are you, Lady dear, 

That for my Moe you do not moan * 

You little know what ails me here, 
Or are to me diſtoyal grows ! 


Thus ke went on with the Lamentations in that "Hm 
Romance till he game to theſe Verſes, 4 
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Ohh, m Uncle and my Prince, | 
Marqueſs of Mantua, noble Lord! —— , 


When. kind Fortune ſo order'd it, that a Plow- 


man, who liv'd in the ſame Village, and near his 


Houſe, happen'd to paſs by as he came from the 


ill with a Sack of Wheat. The Fellow ſeeing 


1 Man lie at his full Length on the Ground, ask 


Sim who he was, and why he made ſuch a ſad 
Tomplaint ? Don Quixote, whoſe diſtemper'd Brain 
Preſently repreſented to him the Country-man 
Pr the Duke of Mantua, his imaginary Uncle, 
"Wade him no Anſwer, but went on with the Ro- 
Dance, giving him an Account of his Misfor- 


nes, and of the Loves of his Wife, and the 


Emperour's Son, juſt as the Book relates em. The 
Pellow ſtar'd, much amaz d to hear a Man talk 


ach unaccountable Stuff; and taking off the Vizor 
his Helmet, broken all to Pieces with the 


Ylows beſtow'd upon't by the Mule-driver, he 
Pip'd off the Duſt that cover'd his Face, and pre- 


ntly knew the Gentleman. Maſter Qzixada ! 


yd he, (for ſo lie was properly call'd when 
had the right Uſe of his Senſes, and had not 
et from a ſober Gentleman transform'd himſelf 
ito a wand'ring Knight) how came you in this 
> ZFondition ? But the other continu'd his Ro- 


Pance, and made no Anſwers to all the Queſtions 
Je Country-man put to him, but what follow'd 


courſe in the Book. Which the good Man 


rceiving, he took off the batrer'd Adventurer's 
Aa 


rmour as well as he cou d, and fell a ſearching 


r his Wounds; but finding no Sign of any 
Wood, or any other Hurt, he endeavour'd to ſer 


m upon his Legs; and at laft, with a great deal 
Trouble, be beay'd him upon his Aſs, 35 being 
| dhe 
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the more eaſy and gentle Carriage: He alſo got 
all the Knight's Arms together, not leaving behind 
ſo much as tlie Splinters of his Lance; and having 

d em up, and laid *em on Rozznante, which he 


took by the Bridle, and his Aſs by the Halter, he - 


Jed em all towards the Village, and rrudg'd a- foot 


himſelf very penſive, while he reſlected on the Ex- | 


travagancies which he heard Don Quixote utter. 
Nor way Don Qaizote himſelf leſs melancholy, for 
he felt himſelf fo bruis'd and mortify'd, that he 
could hardly fit on the Als; and now and thin he 
breath'd fuch grievous Sighs, a ſeem d to pierce 
the very Skies; which mev'd his compaſſionate 
Neighbour once more to entreat him to declare 
to him the Cauſe of his Grief. Bur one would 
have imagin'd the Devil prompted him with 
Stories that had ſome Refemblance of his-Cir- 
cumſtances ; for in that Inftant; whelly forget- 
ting Baldwin, he bethought himſelf of the Moor 
Abindaratx, when Rodrigo de Narvaex, Alcayde of 
Antequera, took and carried him Priſoner to Ins 
Caſtle; fo that when the Husband-man ask'd him 

ain how he did, and what ail'd him ? he an- 
ſwer'd Word for Word, as the Priſoner Abinda- 
raex replies to Redrige de Narvaex, in the Diana of 
George de Monte Mayer, where that Adventure is 
related ; applying it ſo properly to his Purpoſe, 
that the Country-man curs'd himſelf to the Pir of 
Hell for hezring his ſtrange Nonſenſe; and be- 
ing now fully convinc'd that his Neighbour's 
Brains were turn'd, he made all the Haſte he 
could to the Village, to be rid of his tedious and 
troubleſome Tmpertinences. Don Quixote in the 
mean Time thus went on: You muſt know, Don 
Roarigo de Narvaex, that this beautiful Xerifa, of 
whom I gave you an Account, is at preſent” the 


.moſt lovely-Dulcines dil Tvdſo; foriwhoſe Saks I. 
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have done, ſtill: do, and will atchieve the moſt. 
famous Deeds of Chivalry that ever were, are, or 
ever ſhall be ſeen in tke Univerſe. Good Sir, re- 
ply'd the Husband-man, do you not plainly per- 
ceive that I am neither Den Rodrigo de Narvacz, 
nor the Marqueſs of Mantua, but only a poor Sin- 
ner, Pedro Alonſo by Name, your Worthip's Neigh- 
bour? Nor are you Baldwin nor Abindaraez, but 
only that worthy Gentleman Senior Quixada, I 
know very well who I am, anſwer'd Dow Quixote; 
and what's more, I know that I may not only be 
the Perſons I have named, but alſo the Twelve 
Peers of France, nay, and the Nine Worthies all 
in One; ſince my Atchievements will out-rival 
not only the famous Exploits which made any of 
'em fingly illuſtrious, but all their mighty Deeds 
accumulated together. 
Thus diſcourſing, they at laſt got near their 
Village about .Sun-ſet; but the Country-man 
ſtaid at ſome. Diſtance till *twas. dark, that the 
diſtreſſed Gentleman might not be ſeen ſo ſcur- 
vily mounted, and then he led him home to his 
own Houſe, which he found in great Confuſion, 
The Curate and the Barber of the Village, both 


of em Don Quixote's' intimate Acquaintance, hap- 


en'd to be there at that Juncture, as alſo the 
ouſe-keeper, who was arguing with 'em. What 
do you think, pray good Doctor Perez, ſaid ſhe, 
(for this was the Curate's Name) what do you 
think of my Maſter's Miſchance ? Neither he, 
nor his Horſe, nor his Target, Lance, nor Ar- 
mour have been ſeen theſe ſix Days. What ſhall 
I do, Wretch thatI am ? I dare lay my Life, 
and 'tis as ſure as I am a living Creature, that 
thoſe curſed Books of Errantry, which he us'd to 
be always poring upon, have ſet him beſides his 
Senſes; for now I remember I have ny” 
5 cn 
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oſten mutter to himſelf, that he had a Minde 
turn Knight-Errant, and jaunt up and down the 
World to find out Adventures. May Satan and 
Barrabas een take all ſuch Books that have thus 
crackt the beſt Head-piece in all La Mancha? 
His Niece ſaid as much, addreſſing herſelf to the "RR 
Barber. You muſt know, Mr. N;/cholas, quoth ſhe, 
(for that was his Name) that many times my 
Uncle wou'd read you, thoſe unconſcionable MF 
Books of Diſventures for eight and forty. Hours 
together; then away. he'd throw you his Book, * 8 
and drawing his Sword, he'd fall a Fencing a. 

gainſt the Walls, and when he had tir'd himſelf 

with cutting and ſlaſhing, he would cry, he had 
kill'd four Giants as big as any Steeples ; and 
the Sweat which he put himſelf into, he wou'd 
ſay, was the Blood of the Wounds he had re- 

ceiv'd.in the Fight; then wou'd he ſwallow you 

a huge Jug of cold Water, and preſently he'd be 

as quiet, and as well as e er he was in his Life; 
and he ſaid that this ſame Water was a ſort of 
precious. Drink brought him by the Sage Eſquiſe 
a great Magician, and his ſpecial Friend. Now 
tis I who am the Cauſe of all this Miſchief, for 

not giving you timely Notice of my .Uncle's Ra- 
ving, that you might have put a Stop to it, e'er 
'twas too late, and have burnt all thoſe excom- 
municated Books; for there are I don't know 
how many of em that deferve as much to be 
burn'd as thoſe of the rankeſt Hereticks. I am 3 
of your Mind, ſaid the Curate, and verily to 
Morrow -- ſhall not paſs over before I have fairly * 
brought em to a Tryal, and condemn'd em to 
the Flames, that they may not miniſter Occaſion 
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„% to ſuch as wou'd read em, to be perverted after 
the Example of my good Friend. The Country- 
man, who with Don Quixote ſtood without, liſt. 
ning to all this Diſcourſe, now perfectly under- 
ET ſtood by this the Cauſe of his Neighbour's Diſ- 
he Norder; and therefore without any more ado, he 
e, call'd out aloud, Here! Houſe ! Open the Gates 
1y there, for the Lord Baldwin, and the Lord Mar- 
le queſs of Mantua, who is coming ſadly wounded, 
rs | and for the Mooriſh Lord Abindaraex, whom the 
k, "2 valorous-Don Rodrize de Norvaex, Alcayde of Ante- 
a= WRaquera, brings Priſoner. At which Words they all 
If got out of Doors, and the one finding it to:be 
al ber Uncle, and the other to be her Maſter, and 
nd the reſt their Friend, who had not yet alighted 
d from the Aſs, becauſe indeed he was not able, 
te- they all ran to embrace. him ;, to whom Don 
ou Quixote, Forbear, ſaid he, for I am ſorely hurt, 
be by reaſon that my Horſe fail'd me; carry me to 
e; Bed, and if it be poſſible let the Inchantreſs Ur- 
of "anda be ſent for to cure my Wounds. Now in 
ife the Name of Miſchief, quoth the Houſe-keeper, 
ce whether I did nor gueſs right, on which Foot 
or my Maſter halted ? Come, get you to bed, I be- 
ua. ſeech you; and my Life for yours, we'll rake care 
er to cure you without ſending for that ſame Ur- 
m- ganda. A hearty Curſe, and the Curſe of Curſes, 
I fay it again and again a hundred Times, light 
be ſupon thoſe Books of Chivalry that have put you 
im Win this Pickle. Thereupon they carry'd him up 
to to his bed, and ſearch'd for his Wounds, but 
ily Fcou'd find none; and then he told them he was 
to only bruis'd, having had a dreadful Fall from his 
on RF Horſe Rozinante while he was fighting ten Gi- 
— Faats, the moſt outrageous and audacious that 

Fever cou'd be found upon the Face of the Earth. 
How, cry'd the Curate, have we Giants too in 
ro Combination 
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Combination againſt us? Nay then, may I for. 
Feit my Habit, if I don't burn em all by ro Mor. 4 
row Night. Then did they ask the Don a thou. | 
ſand Queſtions ; but to every one he made no o. 1 
ther Anſwer, but that they ſhou'd give him ſome. © # 
thing to eat, and then leave him to his Repoſe ; a 
thing which was to him of greater Importance, 
They comply'd with his Deſires, and then the Cu-. 
rate inform'd himſelf at large in what Condition 
the Country-man had found him ; and having had 
a full Account of every Particular ,as alſo of the 
Knight's extravagant Talk, both when the Fellow 
found him and as he brought him home, this en. 
creas'd the Curate's Deſire of «ReQting what he 
had reſolv'd to do the next worni: 7. At which 
time he call'd upon his Friend, . Nicholas the 
Barber, and went with him to Don Quixecs 
Houſe. 
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CHAP. VL 


ce; 0 F the pleaſant and curious Survey which the 
u. Curate and the Barber took of the Library 


F our ingenious Gentleman. 

he . rn 

W F HE Knight was yet aſleep, when the Cu- 
n. rate came attended by the Barber, and de- 


he ird his Niece to let him have the Key of the 
ch Room where her Uncle kept his Books, the Au- 
he Mhors of his Woes'; ſhe readily conſented, and ſo 
e in they went and the Houſe-keeper with em. 
here they found above a hundred large Vo- 
"Yumes neatly bound, and a good Number of 
mall ones. As foon as the Houſe-keeper had 
py'd 'em out, ſhe ran out of the Study, and re- 
Furn'd immediately with a Holy-water-por and a 
Sprinkler : Here Doctor, cry'd ſhe, pray ſprinkle 
very Creek and Corner in the Room, left there 
>FMov'd lurk in it ſome one of the many Sorcerers 
RKheſe Books ſwarm with, who might chance to 
Sewitch us, for the Il-will we bear em in go- 
Ig about to ſend em out of the World. The 
Furate cou'd not forbear ſmiling at the old Wo- 
phan's Simplicity; and defir'd the Barber to reach 
im the Books one by one, that he might peruſe 
he Title- pages, for perhaps they might find 
me among em that might not deſerve to be 
gommitted to the Flames. Oh, by no Means, 
Fry'd the Niece, ſpare none of em, they all 
Welpt ſome how or other to crack my Uncle's 
rain. I fancy we had beſt throw em all out 2 
J che 
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the Window in the Yard, and lay 'em together 
in a Heap, and then ſet em o'fire, or elſe carry 
em into the Back-yard, and there make a Pile of 
'em and burn 'em, and ſo the Smoke will offend 
no Body: The Houſe-keeper joyn'd with her, ſo 
eagerly bent they were both upon the DeſtruQion 
of thoſe. poor Innocents; but the Curate wou'd 
not condeſcend to theſe irregular Proceedings, 
and reſolv'd firſt to read at leaſt the Title-Pages 
of every Book. - . 
The firſt that Mr. Nicholas put into his Hands 
was Amadis de Gaul, in four Volumes. There 
ſeems to me ſome Myſtery in this Book's being 
the firſt taken down (cry'd the Curate, as ſoon FR 
as he had look'd upon't) for I have heard tis the 
firſt Book of Knight-Errantry that ever was i 
printed in Spain, and the Model of all the reſt; 
and therefore I am of Opinion, that, as the firſt 
Teacher and Author of ſo , pernicious a Se&, it 
ought to be condemn'd to the Fire without Mer. 
cy. I beg a Reprieve for him, cry'd the Barber, 
for I have been told *'tis the beſt Book that has 
been written in that Kind; and therefore as the 
only good thing of that Sort it may deſerve a 
Pardon: Well then, reply'd the Curate, for this 
Time let him have it. Let's ſee that other which 
lies next to him? Theſe, ſaid the Barber, are the 
Exploits of Eſplandian, the lawfully begotten Son 
of Amadis de Gaul. Verily, ſaid the Curate, the 
Father's Goodneſs ſhall not excuſe the Want of it WP; 
in the Son: Here, good Miſtreſs Houſe-keeper, 
open that Window and throw it into the Yard, 
and let it ſerve as a Foundation to that Pile we 
are to ſet a blazing preſently. She was not ſlack 
in her Obedience, and thus poor Don Eſplandian 
was ſent headiong into the Yard, there patiently 
to wait the Time of his fiery Tryal. To the 
| | | next, 
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| 4 next, cry'd the Curate. This, ſaid the Barber, is 
Anadis of Greece; and I'm of Opinion that all 


of ctoſe that ſtand on this Side are of the ſame Fa- 
ad | Emily. Then let em all be ſent packing into the 
ſo XY ard, reply'd the Curate ; for rather than loſe 
on KErhe Pleaſure of burning Queen Antiquineſtra, and 
14 the Shephard Darinel with his Eclogues, and the 
gs, {confounded unintelligible - Diſcourſes of the Au- 
res chor, I think I ſhould burn my own Father a- 

long with em, if I met him in the Diſguiſe of a 
ads night-Errant. I am of your Mind, cry'd the 
Barber; and I too, ſaid the Niece; nay then, 


ere t 

ing | quoth the old Female, let em come, and down 
on with em all into the Yard. They were deli- 
the ver'd to her accordingly, and many they were; 


as fo that to ſave her ſelf the Labour of carrying 
ft; em down Stairs, ſhe fairly ſent 'em flying out at 


firſt e Window. | 
„it What over-grown Piece of Lumber have we 
ſer. N Were? cry'd the Curate. Olivante de Laura, re- 
ber, urn d the Barber. The ſame Author wrote The 


has Parden of Flowers; and to deal ingenuouſly with 
the ou, I cannot well tell which of the two Books 
Mas moſt Truth in it, or, to ſpeak more properly, 
this eſs Lies: But this I know for certain, that he 
aich hall march into the Back-Yard like a nonſenſical 
-the |Þrrogant Block-head as he is. | 14 
The next, cry'd the Barber, is Floriſmart of Hyr- 
20-19. How ! my Lord Florifmare, is hethere? re- 
F ic ld the Curate : Nay, then truly he- hall e'en 
per, ollow the reſt to the Yard, in ſpight of his won- 
erful Birth and incredible Adventures; for his 
ough, dull, and inſipid Style deſerves no better 


lack Uſage. Come, toſs him into the Yard, and this 
141 dther too, good Miſtreſs. With all my Heart, 
-ntly Nuoth the Governeſs ; and ſtraight ſhe was as good 
tbe Þ her Word, 


next, | Here's 
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Here's the noble Don Platir, cry'd the Barber: 
"Tis an old Book, reply'd the Curate, and I can 
think of noching in him that deſerves a Grain off 
Pity : Away with him without any more Words; 
and down he went accordingly. 2 

Another Book was open'd, and it prov'd to be 
The Knight of the Croſs, The holy Title, cry'd the 
Curate, might in ſome Meaſure attone for the 
Badneſs of the Book; but then, as the Saying is, 
The Devil lurks behind the Croſs ! To the Flames 
with him. | 

Then the Barber taking down another Book, 
cry'd here's the Mirrour of Knighthood. Oh! I have 
the Honour to know him, reply'd the Curate. 
There you will find the Lord Rinaldo of Montalban, 
with his Friends and Companions, all of em 
greater Thieves than Cacw, together with the | 
twelve Peers of France, and that faithful Hiſto. 
rian Turpin, Truly, I muſt needs ſay, I am only 8 
for condemning em to perpetual Baniſhment, at 
leaſt becauſe their Story contains ſomething of 
the famous Beyardo's Invention; out of which 

the Chriſtian Poet Ariofto alſo borrow'd his Sub- 
je&: Vet, if I happen to meet with him in this 
bad Company, and ſpeaking in any other Lan- 
guage than his own, I'll ſhew him no manner 
of Favour; but if he talks in his own native 
Tongue, Eli treat him with all the ReſpeR imi- F 
ginable. I have him at home. in Italian, ſaid the 
Barber, but I cannot underſtand him. Tis not 
convenient you ſhou'd, reply'd the Curate ; and 
I cou'd willingly have excus'd the good Captain 
who tranſlated it that Trouble of attempting to. 
make him ſpeak Spaniſb, for he has depriv'd him 
of a great deal of his primitive Graces ; a Miſ. 
ſortune incident to all thoſe who preſume to . 
tranſlate Verſes, ſince their utmoſt Wir _ - . 
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* Wuſtry can never enable em to preſerve the na- 
Five Beauties and Genius that ſhine in the origi- 
f "Hal. For this Reaſon I am for having not only 
5 his Book, but likewiſe all thoſe which we ſhall 
nd here treating of French Affairs, thrown and 
"Wepoſited in ſome dry Vault, till we have ma- 
| RQurcely determin'd what ought to be done with 
he | em; yet give me Leave to except one Bernardo del 
Tarpio, that muſt be ſomewhere here among the 
Feſt, and another call'd Ronceſuales; for when« 
Sver I meet with 'em I will certainly deliver 

bk. em up into the Hands of the ſecular Power. The 


Ve Barber gave his Approbation to every Particular, 
te. Fell knowing that the Curate was ſo good a 
a", hriſtian, and fo great a Lover of Truth, that he 
em "*F-0uld not have utter'd a Falſity for all the World. 
the | hen opening znother Volume, he found it to 
ſto. e Palmerin de Oliva, and the next to that Palmerin 
wy England, Ha! Have I found you, cry'd the 


of! Furate! Here, take that Oliva, let him be torn to 


wich Fir: But let Palmerin of England be preſerv'd as a 
ud ngular Relick of Antiquity ; and let ſuch a 
this ſtly Box be made for him as Alexander found 
= ong the Spoils of Darius, which he devoted to 


cloſe Homer's Works. For I muſt tell you, 
"Fcighbour, that Book deſerves particular Reſpe& 
r two things; firſt, for its own Excellencies ; 
d, ſecondly, for the ſake of its Author, who 
W {21d to have been a learned Kigg of Portugal: 
Then all the Adventures of the Caſtle of Mira- 
gra are well, and artfully manag'd, the 
Pialogue very courtly and clear, and the Deco- 
m ſtricly obſerv'd in every Character, with e- 


on lat, continu'd he, with Submiſſion to your 
I - tter Advice, this and Amadis de Gaul ſhall be ex- 
unry = ag 4 D empted 


Vol. I 


Pieces, then burnt, and his Aſhes ſcatter'd in the 


Wal Propriety and Judgment. Therefore, Mr. 
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empted from the Fire; and let all the reſt be con. 
. demn'd without any further Enquiry or Examinz. | 
tion. By no Means, I beſeech you, return'd the 
Barber, for this which I have in my Hands is the 


. Choler: Beſides, his Caſtle of Fame ſhou'd be de- 
moliſh'd, and a Heap of other Rubbiſh remov'd; 


the Benefit of Tranſportation; and as they ſhew 


be us d towards em: In the mean Time, Neigh- 
| bour, take em into Cuſtody, and keep em ſafe 1 


'em. Content, cry'd the Barber; and to fave him. 
that Kind, he bid the Houſe-keeper take all th: 


who long'd to be ar that Sport as much as to be 


Books than ſhe could conveniently carry, ſhe hap. L 
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famous Don Bellianis. Truly, cry'd the Curate, he 
with his Second, Third, and Fourth Parts, had 
need of a Doſe of Rhubarb to purge his exceſſive 


in order to which I give my Vote to grant em 


Signs of Amendment, ſo ſhall Mercy or Juſtice 


home; but let none be permitted to converſe wit 


ſelf the Labour of looking on any more Books of 


F 


great Volumes and throw em into the Yard. She, 


making her Wedding-Smock, had no Need of be- 
ing twice ſpoken to; ſo that laying hold on 60 
leſs than eight Volumes at once, ſhe preſently $1 
made em leap towards the Place of Execution; 
but as ſhe went too eagerly to work, taking more 


WW 


pen'd to drop one at the Barber's Feet, which h: . 
took up out of Curioſity to ſee what it was, and 
found it to be the Hiſtory of the famous Knight MF, 
Tirante the White. Good-lack-a-day, cry'd the Cu- 
rate, is Tirante the White here? Oh! pray, good ir 
Neighbour, give it me by all Means, for I pro- Net 
miſe my ſelf to find in it a Treaſure of Delight iz; 
and a Mine of Recreation. There we have that e 
valorous Knight Don Kyrie-Eleiſon of Mentaban , with Mr 
his Brother Thomas of Montaban, and the Knight 3 
Fonſeca ; the Combat of the valorous 1 © 
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wich the Maſtiff; the dainty and witty Conceits 
of the Damſel Plazerdemivida, with the Loves and 
"BFGuiles of the Widow Repoſads ; together with 
the Lady Empreſs, that was in Love with Hippo- 
$:: her Gentleman-Uſher. I vow and proteſt to 
you, Neighbour, continu'd he, that as for the 
Style there is not a better Book in the World. 
hy here your Knights eat and drink, fleep 
und die natural Deaths in their Beds, nay, and 
nrſt make their laſt Wills and Teſtaments; with 
#. World of other things, of which all the reſt of 
Stheſe ſort of Books don't ſay one Syllable, Vet 
After all I muſt tell you, that for wilfully taking 
he Pains to write ſo many fooliſh things, the 
& orthy Author fairly deſerves to be ſent to the 


alleys for all the Days of his Life. Take it home 


With you and read it, and then tell me whether 


have told the Truth or no. I believe you, re- 


Ply'd the Barber; but what ſhall we do with all 
Wheſe ſmaller Books that are left? Certainly, re- 
Ply'd the Curate , theſe cannot be Books of 


night-Errantry, they are too ſmall ; you'll find 


Whey are only Poets. And fo opening one, it hap- 
Pen'd to be the Diana of Montemayor ; which made 
im ſay (believing all the reſt to be of that 
ramp) Theſe do not deſerve to be puniſh'd like 
ie others, for tf ey neither have done, nor can 
Jo that Miſchief which thoſe Stories of Chivalry 
Wave done, being generally ingenious Books 
Wat can do no Body any Prejudice. Oli ! good 
Wir, cry'd the Niece, burn em with the reft J 
Welſcech you; for ſhould my Uncle get cur'd of 
Wis Knight-Errant Frenzy, and berake himſelf to 


e Reading of theſe Books, we ſhou'd have him 


rn Shephard, and ſo wander thro' the Woods 


d Fields ; nay, and what wou'd be worſe yer, 


\ rn Poet, which they fay is a catching and an 


2 incurable 
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incurable” Diſcaſe.. The Gentlewoman- is in the 
Right, ſaid the Curate, and it will not be ami 
to remove that Stumbling-block out of our 
Friend's Way; and ſince we began with the Dia. 
a of Montemayor, I am of Opinion we ought nc 
to burn it, but only take out that Part of:! 
which treats of the Magician Felicia, and the in. 
chanted: Water, as alſo all the longer Poem; 
and let the Work eſcape with its Proſe, and the 
Honour of being the. Firſt of that Kind. Here? 
another Diana, quoth the Barber, the ſecond d 
that Name, by Salmantino; nay, and a third too 
by Ci Polo. Pray, ſaid the Curate, Jet Salmantin 
encreale the Number of the Criminals in th: 
Yard ; but as for that by Gl Polo, preſerve it #; 
charitably as if Apelo himſelf had-wrote it; ande 8 
on as faſt as you can I beſeech you, good Nejgh. 
bour, for it grows late. Here, quoth the Barbe? 
I've a Book call'd the Ten Books of the Fortune 
Love, written by Anthony de Lofraſco, a Sardinn 
Poet. Now by my Holy Orders, cry'd the Cu 
rate, I do not think, fince Apello was Apollo, the 
Muſes Muſes, and the Poets Poets, there was «:- 
ver a more comical, more filly Book. Of all te 
Works of the Kind commend me to this, for u 
its Way tis certainly the beſt and moſt fingul* 
that ever was publiſhd, and he that never read i. 
may ſafely think he never in his Life read 21 
thing that was pleaſant. Give it me, Neighbour 
continu'd he, for I'm more glad to have found 
than if any one had given me a Caſſock of ti 
- beſt Florence Prunela, With that he laid it alia 
wich extraordinary Satisfaction, and the Barbe 
went on: Theſe that follow, cry'd he, are 11% 
Shephard of Iberia, The Nymphs of Enares, and 7 
Cure of Jealouſy. Take em Jaylor, quoth the Ct 
rate, and never ask me why, for then we ib 
nec 
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nme'er have done, The next, ſaid the Barber, is 


The Shephard of Flida. He's no Shephard, return d 
he Curate, but a very diſcreet Courtier; keep 
Shim as a precious Jewel. There's a bigger, 9 
he Barber, call'd The Trea ſure of divers Poems, Had 


fen there been leſs of em, ſaid the Curate, they 
. FFou'd have been more eſteem'd. 


"Tis fit the 
Book ſhou'd be prun'd, and clear'd of ſeveral 


AT rifles that diſgrace the reſt. Keep it however, 


Secaule the Author is my Friend, and for the 
Sake of his other more heroick and lofty Pro- 
Nuctions. Here's a Book of Songs by Lopez Mal- 
enado, cry'd the Barber. He's allo my particular 
Friend, ſaid the Curate: His Verſes are very well 


4 i d when he reads em himſelf; and his Voice is 


excellent, that they charm us whenever he 
Wings em. He ſeems indeed to be ſomewhat too 
Wong in his Eclogues ; but can we ever have too 
Much of a good thing? Let him be preſerv'd a- 
ong the beſt. What's the nexc Book? The 
palatea of Miguel de Cervantes, reply'd the Barber. 
Wl hat Cervantes has been my intimate Acquains 
Wance theſe many Years, cry'd the Curate; and I 
now he has been more converſant with Misfor- 
nes than with Poetry. His Book indeed has I 


Won't know what that looks like a good Deſign ; 
„e aims at ſomething, but concludes nothing: 


herefore we muſt ſtay for the Second Parr, 
hich he has promis'd us; perhaps he may make 


$5 Amends, and obtain a full Pardon, which is 


ow deny'd him for the preſent; till that Time 


3 eep him cloſe Priſoner at your Houſe. I will, 
uoth the Barber: But ſee, I have here three 


ore for you, The Auricana of Don Alonſo de Ercilla, 


„ Auſtriada of Juan Ruffo, a Magiſtrate of Cor- 


, and the Monſerrato of Chriſtopher de Virwes, a 
#entian Poet, Theſe, cry'd the Curate, are the 
D 3 beſt 
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beſt heroick Poems we have in Spaniſh, and may 


vie with the moſt celebrated of rah). Reſerve em 
as the moſt valuable Performances which Spain has 
to boaſt of in Poetry. 

At laſt the Curate grew ſo tir'd with prying 
into ſo many Volumes, that he order'd all the 
reſt to be burnt at a Venture. But the Barber 
ſhew'd him one which he had open'd by Chance 
e'er the dreadful Sentence was paſs'd. Truly, ſaid 
the Curate, who ſaw by the Title 'rwas The Tear, 
ef Angelica, I ſhou'd have wept my ſelf, had I 
caus'd ſuch a Book to ſhare the Condemnation of 
the reſt ; for the Author was nor only one of the 
beſt Poets in Spain, but in the whole World, and 
tranſlated ſome of Ovid's Fables with exttaordina- 


xy Succeſs. 
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Den Quixote? ſecond Salley in Queſt of 


Adventures. 


HILE they were thus employ'd, Don Quix- 
ote in a raving Fit began to talk aloud to 


4 imſelf. Here, here, valorous Knights, cry'd 


he, now's the Time that you muſt exert the 


Strength of your mighty Arms; for, lo! the 


TLourtiers bear away the Honour of the Tourna- 


ment. This amazing Ou'ecry call'd away the In- 
guiſitors from any further Examination of the 
Library; and therefore the Houſe-keeper and the 


-MWiec: being left to their own Diſcretion , tis 


hought The Carolea, and Leo of Spain, with the 
Deas of the Emperour, written by Don Lewis a" Avie 


4 s, Which to be ſure were Part of the Collection, 


"Frere committed to the Flames unſeen and un- 


peard, without any legal Tryal ; a Fate which 
perhaps they might have eſcap'd, had the Curate 
Peen there to have weigh'd what might have been 


2Þrg'd in their Defence. 
When they came into Don Quixete's Chamber, 


3 ey found him riſen out of the Bed as mad as 


ver he was, tearing his Throat, and making a 


Jeavy Buſtle, laying about him with his Sword 
"Wack-ſtroke and fore-ſtroke, as broad awake as if he 


ad never ſlept. They ran in upon him, caught 
Dim in their Arms, and carry'd him to Bed again 
main Force; where, after he was ſomewhat 
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utet and ſettled, turning himſelf to the Curzte, - 
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certainly, cry'd he, my Lord Archbiſhop Turpin, 
tis a great Diſhonour to us who are call'd the 
Twelve Peers, to ſuffer the Knights of the Court 
to bear away the Honour of the Tournament 
without any further "Oppoſition, after we the 
Knight Adventurers had carry'd it for three Days 


before. Be pacify'd my good Friend, reply'd the 
Curate ; Fortune may have yet better Succeſs in 
Reſerve for you, and they who loſe to Day may 
win to Morrow : At preſent think on your Health, | 


for doubtleſs you muſt needs be now extremely 
tir'd, if not very much wounded. Wounded! 
reply d Don Quixote, No; but as for being bruis'd 
J will not deny it, for that baſe-born Knight Don 
Orlando has batter'd all my Limbs with the Trunk 
of an Oak, out of meer Envy, becauſe he ſees 


that T only dare rival his Exploits: But may Ino .ä 


more be-call'd Rinaldo of Nontalban, if, in ſpight 
of all his Inchantments, I do not make him fe- 


verely pay for this as ſoon as I] can leave my Bed; 


and therefore ler my Dinner be brought in, for 


*ris what I want moſt at this Juncture, and then 


ler me alone to revenge this Abuſe. According- 
ly they brought him ſome Victuals, which when 
he had eaten he fell aſleep again, and they left 
him, all of them ſtrangely amaz'd at his uncom- 
mon Madneſs. That Night the Houſe-keeper 
burnt all the Books, not only thoſe in the Yard, 


bur all thoſe that were in the Houſe ; and ſeveral 


ſuffer'd in the general Calamity, that deſerv'd to 


have been treaſur 
had not their Fate and the Remifsneſs of the In. 


quiſitor prevented it. And thus they made gool 
the Proverb, That the Good often fare the worſe n 


the Bad. | 
One of the Expedients which the Curate and 


the Barber bethought themſelves of, in * o 
"If ; | (neu 


d up in everlaſting Archives 
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their Friend's Recovery, :was to ſtop up the Door 


N of the Room where his Books lay, that he might 


not find it, nor miſs them when he roſe; for 


they hop'd the Effect would ceaſe when they had 
taken away the Cauſe ; and they order' d, that if 
he enquir'd about it, they ſhou'd tell him that a 

certain Inchanter had carry'd away Study, Books, 
and all. Two Days after, Don Quixote being got 
vp, the firſt thing he did was to go vilit his dar- 
ling Books; and as he could not find the Study in 
the Place where he had left it, he went up and 
down and look'd for it in every Room. 
times he came to the Place where the Door us d 
to ſtand, and then ſtood feeling and groping about 
Ja good while, then caſt his Eyes and ſtar'd on eve- 
ry Side, without ſpeaking a 
Za long Deliberation, he thought fit to ask his 
Houſe-kee per which was the Way to his Study? 
What Study, (anſwer'd the Woman, according to 
her Inſtructions) or rather, what Nothing is it 
you look for? Alas! here's neither Study nor 
Books in the Houſe now, for the Devil is run a- 
way with them all. No, twas not the Devil, 

aid the Niece, but a Conjurer or an Inchanter, 

Was they call em, who, ſince you went, came hi- 
ther one Night mounted on a Dragon o'th' Top 
Jof a Cloud, and chen alighting, went into your 
Ptudy, where what he did he and the Devil beſt 
ran tell, for he went out a while after, and flew ' 
put at the Roof of the Hcuſe, leaving it all in a 
*$moak ; and when we went to fee what he had 
done, we could neither find the Books, nor ſo 


ome- 


ord. Ar laſt, after 


uch as the very Study; only the Houſe-keepee 


and I very well remember, that as the wicked 
4 old Man was going away he cry'd out aloud, 


hat out of a private Grudge which he bore in 


D 5 done 
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done the Houſe a Miſchief, as we ſhou'd ſoon © 
| 4 - and then I think he call'd himſelf the 


ge Muniaton. Not Muniaton, but Freſton you 
ſhou'd have faid, cry'd Don Quixote. Truly, quoth 


the Niece, I can't tell whether 'twas Freſten or Fri. 


ſton, but ſure I am his Name ended with a Tn. 


'Tis ſo, return'd Don Quixete, for he is a famous 
Necromancer, and my mortal Enemy, and bear: 


me a great deal of Malice; for ſeeing by his Art, 


that in ſpight of all his Spells, in Proceſs of Time 
1 ſhall fight and vanquiſh in ſingle Combat 2 
Knight whoſe Intereſt he eſpouſes, therefore he 
endeavours to do me all Manner of Miſchief; but 


I dare afſure him that he firives againſt the 


Stream, nor Gan his Power reverſe the firſt De- 


crees of Fate. Who doubts of that ? cry'd the 


Niece; but, dear Uncle, what makes you run | 


your ſelf into theſe Quarrels? Had not you bet- 
ter ſtay at home and live in Peace and Quietneſs, 
than go rambling up and down like a Vagabond, 


and ſeeking for better Bread than is made of 
Wheat, without once ſo much as conſidering, _ 


That many go to feek Wooll, and come home 


ſhorn themſelves ? Oh goo Niece, reply'd Don © | 
erſtandeſt theſe Matters! 


Quixote, how ill thou un 
Know, that before I'll ſuffer my ſelf to be ſhorn, 
III tear and pluck off the Beards of all thoſe au- 
dacious Mortals that ſhall but attempt co pro- 
phane the Tip”of one ſingle Hair within the 
Verge of theſe Muftachio's. To this neither the 
Niece nor the Governeſs thought fit to make any 
Reply, for they perceiv'd the Knight began to 
grow angry. Full fifteen Days did our Knight re- 
main quietly at home, without betraying the leaſt 


Sign of his Deſire to renew his Rambling ; during 
which Time there paſs'd a great deal of pleaſant 
Difcourſe between him and his two Friends the 


Curate 


- v5 
* 
f L 8 
* 
* 


1 many Arguments, and made 
pPromiſes, that at laſt the poor filly Clown con- 
ſented to go along with him, and become his 
Squire. Among other Inducements to entice him 


A y 
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Curate and the Barber; while he maintain'd that 
there was nothing the World ſtood ſo much in 


need of as Knights-Errants, wherefore he was 


reſolv'd to revive the Order: In which Diſputes 


Mr. Curate ſometimes contradicted him, and 
>= ſometimes ſubmitted ; for had he not now and 
then given Way to his Fancies, there wou'd have 
been no converſing with him. | 


In the mean Time Don Quixote earneſtly ſolli- 


cited one of his Neighbours, an Husbandman, 
and a good honeſt Fellow, if we may call a poor 
Man honeſt, for he was poor indeed, poor in 
-X Purſe and poor in Brains; and, in ſhort, the 
Knight talk'd ſo long to him. ply him with fo 


im ſo many fair 


to do it willingly, Don Quixote forgot not to 
tell him, that 'twas likely ſuch an Adventure 


2 


wou'd preſent it ſelf, as might ſecure him the 
*E Conqueſt of ſome Iſland, in the Time that he 
might be picking up a Straw or two, and then 
the Squire might promiſe himſelf to be made Go- 
Wvernour of the Place. 
Promiſes, and many others, Sancho Pangea (for that 
was the Name of the Fellow) forſook his Wife 
and Children, to be his Neighbour's Squire. 


Allor'd with theſe large 


This done, Don Quixote made at his Buſineſs to 


Furniſh himſelf with Money; to which Purpoſe, 
elling one Houſe, mortgaging another, and lo- 
ng by all, he at laſt got a pretty good Sum to- 
ether. He alſo borrow'd a Target of a Friend, 
and having patch'd up his Head-piece and Bever 


* 
- 


s well as he could, he gave his Squire Notice of 


the Day and Hour when he intended to ſer our, 
bat be might alſo furniſh himſelf wich what he 


thought 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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thought neceſſary ; but above all he charg'd him 


to provide himſelf with a Wallet; which Sancho I 
promis'd to do, telling him he wou'd alſo take 


his Aſs along with him, which being a very good 


one, might be a great Eaſe to him, for he was not 
us'd to travel much a-foot. The mentioning of 


the Aſs made the noble Knight pauſe a while; he 7 


mus'd and ponder'd whether he had ever read of 


any-Knight-Errant whoſe Squire us'd to ride up- 
on an Aſs, but he could not remember any Prece- | 


dent for it. However he gave him Leave at laſt 


to bring his Aſs, hoping to mount him more ho- 


nourably with the firſt Opportunity, by unhorſing 
Id meet. Ile 


the next diſcourteous Knight he ſhou 
alſo furniſh'd himſelf with Shirts, and as many 
other Neceſſaries as he could conveniently carry, 
according to the Inn-keeper's Injunctions. Which 
being done, Sancho Panca, without bidding ei- 
ther his Wife or Children good-b'y, and Don 
©u1z0te, without taking any more Notice of his 
Houſe-keeper or of his Niece, ſtole out of the 


Village one Night, not ſo much as ſuſpe&ed by © 


any Body, and made ſuch haſte, that by break of 


Day they thought themſelves out of Reach ſhould |: a 
they happen to be purſu d. As for Sancho Pangca, 
4 


fack or Wallet, and his Leathern Bottle, having 


he rode like a Patriarch, with his Canvaſs Knap- 


a huge Deſire to ſee himſelf Governour of the 
Iſland which his Maſter had promis'd him. 


Don N2xzixore happen'd to ſtrike into the ſame | : 


Road which hetook the Time before, that is, the 
Plains of Montiel, over which he travell'd with leſs 
Inconveniency than when he went alone, by rea. 


fon it was yet early in the Morning; at which 
Time the Sun beams being almoſt parallel to the 


Surface of rhe Earth, and not directly darted 
down, as in the Middle of the Day, did not prove 
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ſo offenſive. As they jogg'd on, I beſeech your 
Worſhip, Sir Knight-Errant, quoth Sancho to his 


| S Maſter, be ſure you don't forget what you pro- 


mis'd me about the Ifland ; for I dare fay I thall 
make ſhift to govern it, let it be never ſo big. 


3 You muſt know Friend Sancho, reply'd Don Quix- 


ote, that it has been the conſtant Practice of 


EkKnight-Errants in former Ages, to make their 
" X Squires Governours of the Iſlands or Kingdoms 
they conquer'd ; now I am not only reſolved to 
keep up that laudable Cuſtom, but even to im- 


prove it, and out-do my Predeceſſors in Genero- 


= lity : For whereas ſometimes, or rather moſt com- 


monly, other Knights delay'd rewarding their 
Squires till they were grown old, and worn out 


4 with Service, bad Days, worſe Nights, and all 


Manner of hard Duty, and then put them off 
with ſome Title, either of Count, or at leaſt Mar- 
queſs of ſome Valley, or Province, of great or 
{mall Extent; now if thou and I do bur live, it 
may happen that before we have paſs'd ſix Days 
rogether I may conquer ſome Kingdom, having 
many other Kingdoms annex'd to its Imperial 
Crown ; and this would fall out moſt luckily for 


'2 thee, for then would I preſently crown thee King 
of one of them. Nor do thou imagine this to 
be a mighty Matter; for ſo ſtrange Accidents, and 


Revolutions fo ſudden and fo unforeſeen attend 


the Profeſſion of Chivalry, that I might eaſily 


give thee a great deal more than I have promis'd. 
Why, ſhould this come to paſs, quoth Sancho Pan- 


J ca, and I be made a King by ſome fuch like Miracle 


as your Worſhip ſays, then happy be lucky; wou'd 
our Jean Gutierex be at l-aſt a Queen, and my 
Children Infante's and Princes, an't like your 
Worſhip ? Who doubrs of that? cry'd Don Quix- 
ere: I doubt of it, ieply'd Sancho Panca ; for I 

can't 
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can't help believing, that though it ſhou'd rain 
Kingdoms down upon the Face of the Earth, nor 
one of them would fit well upon joan Gutierez's 
Head ; for I muſt needs tell you, ſhe's not worth 
two Braſs Jacks to make a Queen of: No, Coun. 
teſs would be better for her, ant pleaſe you; and 
that too, God help her, will be as much asſhe can 
handſomly manage. Recommend the Matter to 
Providence, return'd Don Quixote, twill be ſure to 

ive what is moſt expedient for thee ; but yet dif. 
Jin to entertain inferiour Thoughts, and be not 
tempted to accept leſs than the Dignity of a Vice. 


Roy. No more, I won't Sir, quoth Sancho, eſpe. 


cially ſince J have ſo rare a Maſter as your Wor. 


fhip, who will take Care to give me whatever may 


be fit for me, and what I may be able to deal 
with. 
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C HAP. VIII. 


Of the good Succeſs which the valorous 
Don Guixote had in the moſt terrifying 
and never-to-be-imagin d Adventure of the 
Wind-mills ; with other Trauſactions Wor- 
thy to be tranſmitted to Poſterity. 


? A they were thus diſeourſing, they 8 


ed ſome thirty or forty Wind-mills that ate 


in that Plain; and as ſoon as the Knight had ſpy'd 
them, Fortune, cry'd he, dire&s our Affairs better 
than we our ſelves could have wiſh'd: Look yon- 
der, Friend Sancho, there are at leaſt thirty out- 
ragious Giants, whom I intend to encounter; 
and having depriv'd them of Life, we will be- 
gin to enrich our ſelves with their Spoils: For 
they are lawful Prize, and the Extirpation of that 
X curſed Brood will be an acceptable Service to 
Heaven. What Giants? quoth Sancho Panga. T hoſe 
whom thou ſee'ſt yonder, anſwer'd Don Nuixore, 
with their long extended Arms; ſome of that de- 
f teſted Race have Arms of fo immenſe a Size, that 
=X ſometimes they reach two Leagues in Length. 
Pray look better Sir, quoth Sancho; thoſe things 
vonder are no Giants, but Wind-mills, and the 
Arms you fancy are their Sails, which being 
2 whirl'd about by the Wind make the Mill go. 
Tis a Sign, cry'd Don 2sixete, thou art but little 
3 2cquainted with Adventures! I tell thee they are 
© Giants ; and therefore if thou art afraid, go afide 


and 
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and ſay thy Prayers, for I am refolv'd to engage 


This ſaid, he clap'd Spurs to his Horſe Rozinante, 
without giving Ear to his Squire Sancho, who 


were Wind-mills and no Giants. But he was 


trary, that he did not ſo much as hear his Squire 
Our-cry, nor was he ſenſible of what they were, 
although he was already very near them. Far 


could; ſtand your Ground, igaoble Creatures, 
and fly not baſely from a ſingle Knight who dares 
encounter you all. At the ſame Time the Wind 
riſing, the Mill- Sails began to move, which when 


you ſhall pay for your Arrogance. - He moſt de- 


nes, imploring her Aſſiſtance in this perillous 
| Adventure; and ſo covering himſelf with his 
"#4 Shield, and couching his Lance, he ruſh'd with 

i Rozinante's utmoſt Speed upon the firſt Wind-mill 


1 he could come at, and running his Lance into the 
Sail, the Wind whirl'd it about with ſuch Swift- 
neſs, that the Rapidity of the Motion preſently 
broke the Lance into Shivers, and hurI'd away 


1 fell rolling a good Way off in the Field. Sancho 
i Panga ran as faſt as his Aſs could drive to help his 
" Maſter, whom he found lying, and not able to ſtir, 


ina dreadful unequal Combat againſt them all 


bawl'd out to him, and afſur'd him that they 


ſo fully poſſeſs d with a ſtrong Conceit of the con- 


from that, Stand Cowards, cry'd he as loud as he | 


Don Quixote ſpy' d, Baſe Miſcreants, cry'd he, tho' | 
you move more Arms than the Giant Briare:s, i 


voutly recommended himſelf to his Lady Dulci- 


4 both Knight and Horſe along with it, till down he | 


ſuch a Blow he and Rozinante had receiv'd. Mercy | 


tal o me, cry'd Sancho, did not I give your Worſhip 
hes fair Warning? Did notLtell you they were Wind- 
wk mills, and that no Body could think otherwiſe, un- 
8 Pi leſs he had alſo Windemills in his Head? Peace 
M4} Friend Sancho, reply'd Don QAsixete: There is no- 


thing 
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thing ſo ſubje&t to the Inconſtancy of Fortune 


* as War. I am verily perſwaded that curſed Ne- 


cromancer Freſten, who carry'd away my Study 
and my Books, has transform'd theſe Giants into 
Wind-mills, to deprive me of the Honour of the 
Victory; ſuch is his inveterate Malice againſt me: 
But in the End, all his pernicious Wiles and Stra- 
tagems ſhall prove ineffectual againſt the prevail- 
ing Edge of my Sword. Amen ſay I, reply'd San- 
cho ; and fo heaving him up again upon his Legs, 
once more the Knight mounted poor Rezinante, 
that was half Shoulder-ſlipp'd with his Fall. 

This Adventure was the Subject of their Diſ- 
courſe, as they made the beſt of their Way to- 
wards the Paſs of Lapice; for Don Quixote took 
that Road, believing he could not miſs of Adven- 
tures in one ſo mightily frequented. However, 
the Loſs of kis Lance was no ſmall Affliction to 
him; and ase was making his Complaint about. 
it to his Squire, T have. read, ſaid he, Friend San- 
cho, that a certain Spaniſh Knight, whofe Name 
was Diego Perez de Vargas, having broken his Sword 
in the Heat of an Engagement, tore down an huge 
maſſy Branch of an Oak, and did ſuch wonder- 
ful Execution, cruſhing and grinding ſo many 
Moors with it that Day, that he won himſelf and 
his Poſtericy the Sirname of + the Grinder. I tell 
thee this, becauſe I intend to tear down from the 
next Oak we meet a Branch as good as that at 
leaſt ; with whish I hope to perform ſuch won- 
drous Deeds, that thou wilt eſteem thy ſelf 
particularly happy in having had the Honour 
to behold them, and been the ocular Witnefs of 
Atchievements which Poſterity will ſcarce be 
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able to believe. Heaven grant you may, cry'd 
Sancho: I believe it all, becauſe your Worſhip 
ſays it. But, an't pleaſe you, fit a little more up- 
right in your Saddle ; you ride ſideling methinks, 
but that, I ſuppoſe, proceeds from your being 
bruis'd by the Fall. It does fo, reply'd Don Quiz. * 
ore ; and if I do not complain of the Pain, 'tis 
becauſe a Knight-Errant muſt never complain of 
his Wounds, though his Bowels were dropping 
out through 'em. Then I've no more to ſay, 
quoth Sancho; and yet, Heaven knows my Heart, 
I ſhou'd be glad to hear your Worſhip hone a lit- 
tle now and then when ſomething ails you. Don 
Quixote could not forbear ſmiling at the Simpli- 
city of his Squire; and told him, he gave him 
Leave to complain not only when he pleas'd, but 
as much as he pleas'd, whether he had any Cauſe 
or no ; for he had never yet read any thing to the 
contrary in any Books of Chavalry. Sancho defir'd 
him however to conſider that *'twas high Time to 
go to Dinner; but his Maſter anſwer d him, that 
he might eat whenever he pleas'd, as for himſelf 
he was not yet diſpos'd to do ir. Sancho having 
thus obtain'd Leave, fix'd himſelf as orderly as he 
cou'd upon his Aſs; and raking ſome Victuals out 
of his Wallet, fell to munching luſtily as he rode 
behind his Maſter; and ever and anon he lifted 
his Bottle to his Noſe, and fetch'd ſuch hearty 
Pulls, that *rwou'd have made the beſt pamper'd 
Vintner in Ma/aga adry to have ſeen him. While 
he thus went on ſtuffing and ſwilling, he did not 
think in the leaſt of all his Maſter's great Pro- 
miſes ; and was ſo far from eſteeming it a Trou- 
ble to travel in queſt of Adventures, that he fan- 
cy'd it to be the greateſt Pleaſure in the World 
though they were never ſo dreadful, 
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In fine, they paſs'd that Night under ſome 


Trees; from one of which Don Quixote tore a wi- 
* ther'd Branch, which in ſome ſort was able to 
© ſerve him for a Lance, and to this he fixt the 
Head or Spear of his broken Lance. But he did 
not ſleep all that Night, keeping his Thoughts in- 


tent on his dear Dulcinea, in Imitation of what 


be had read in Books of Chivalry, where the 
Knights paſs that Time without Sleep in Foreſts 
nnd Deſarts, wholly taken up with the entertain- 
ing Thoughts of their abſent Miſtreſſes. As for 
Sancho, he did not ſpend the Night at that idle 
Rate, for having his Paunch well ſtuffed with 
"2 ſomething more than Wind, he made but one Nap 
of it; and had not his Maſter wak'd him, neither 


the ſprightly Beams which the Sun darted on his 
Face, nor the Melody of the Birds, that chearfully 
on every Branch welcom'd the ſmiling Morn, 
7 wou'd have been able to have made him ftir. As 
he got up, to clear his Eye-fight, he took two or 
three long-winded Swięs at his friendly Bottle for 
2 Morning's Draught: But he ſound it ſomewhat 
lighter than it was the Night before; which Miſ- 
fortune went to his very Heart, for he ſhrewdly 
miſtruſted that he was not in a Way to cure it of 
9 that Diſtemper as ſoon as he cou'd have wiſh'd. 
On the other Side, Don Quixote wou'd not break 
Z Faſt, having been feaſting all Night on the more 


delicate and ſavoury Thoughts of his Miſtreſs; and 
= therefore they went on directly towards the Paſs 
of Lapice, which they diſcover'd about three a 
Clock. When they came near ir, Here it is Bro- 
ther Sancho, ſaid Don Quixote, that we may wanton, 
and as it were thurſt our Arms up to the very El- 
= bows in that which we call Adventures. But let 


4 me give thee one neceſſary Caution; Know, that 
thoꝰ thou ſhould'ſt ſee me in the greateſt Extremi- 
* ty 
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ty of Danger, thou muſt not offer to draw thy 
Sword in my Defence, unleſs thou findeſt me al. 
faulred by baſe Plebeians and vile Scoundrels, for 
in ſuch a Cafe thou may'ſt aſſiſt thy Maſter : But 
if thoſe with whom I am fighting are Knights, 
thou muſt not doit; for the Laws of Chivalry do 
not allow thee to encounter a Knight, till thou 
art one thy ſelf. Never fear, quoth Sancho; I'. 
be ſure to obey your Werſhip in that III warrant 
you ; for I've ever lov'd Peace and Quietneſs, and 


never car'd to thruſt my ſelf into Frays and Quar- 


rels: And yet I don't care to take Blows at any 
one's Hands neither; and ſhou'd any Knight offer 
to ſet upon me firſt, I fancy I ſhou'd hardly mind 
your Laws; for all Laws, whether of God or 
Man, allow one to ſtand in his own Defence if 
any offer to do him a Miſchief, I agree to that, 
reply'd Don Quixote; but as for helping me againſt 
any Knights, thou muſt ſet Bounds to thy natural 
Impulſes. I'll be ſure to do it, quoth Sanche; 
ne'er truſt me if I don't keep your Command- 
ment as well as I do the Sabbath. 

As they were talking, they ſpy'd coming to- 
wards them two Monks of the Order of St. Bene. 
dict mounted on two Dromedaries, for the Mules 
en which they rode were ſo high and ſtately that 
they ſeem'd little leſs. They wore Riding-Masks, 
with Glaſſes at the Eyes, againſt the Duſt, and 
Umbrella's to ſhelter them from the Sum After 
them came a Coach, with four or five Men on 
Horſe- back, and two Muleteers on Foot. There 
prov'd to be in the Coach a Biſcayan Lady, who 
was going to Sevill to meet her Husband, that was 


there in order to embark for the Indie, to take þ 
Poſſeſſion of a conſiderable Poſt. Scarce had Don- 
Quixote perceiv'd the Monks, who were not of 


the ſame Company though they went the ſame 


\ Way, 
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- Way, but he cry'd to his Squire, either I am de- 


ceiv'd, or this will prove the moſt famous Adven- 
ture that ever was known; for without all que- 
ſtion thoſe two black things that move towards 
us muſt be ſome Necromancers, that are carrying 
away by Force ſome Princeſs in that Coach; and 
tis my Duty to prevent fo great an Injury. I 
fear me this will prove a worſe Job than the 


* Wind-mills, quoth Sancho. Slife Sir, don't you 
* ſce theſe are Benedid in Fryars, and 'tis likely the 
Coach belongs to ſome Travellers that are in't: 
Therefore once more take Warning, and don't 


you be led away by the Devil. I have already 
told thee Sancho, reply'd Don Quixote, thou art 


* miſerably ignorant in Matters of Adventures. 


What I ſay is true, and thou ſhalt find it ſo pre- 


7 {ntly. This ſaid, be ſpurr'd on his Horſe, and 
2 poſted himſelf juſt in the Midſt of the Road where 


the Monks were to paſs. And when they came 
within hearing, Curſt Implements of Hell, cry'd 
he in a loud and haughty Tone, immediately re- 
J:aſe thoſe high-born Princefſes whom you are 
violently conveying away in the Coach, or elſe 
prepare to meet with inſtant Death, as the juſt 
Puniſhment of your pernicious Deeds. The 
Monks ſtopp'd —_ Moles, no leſs. aſtoniſh'd at 
the Figure, than at the Expreſſions of the Speaker · 


Sir Knight, cry'd they, we are no ſuch Perſons as 


you are pleas'd to term us, but religious Men, 


* of the Order of St. Benedict, that travel about 


our Affairs; and are wholly ignorant whether or 


no there are any Princeſſes carry'd a way by Force 
a that Coach. I'm not to be 


eceiv'd with fair 


Words, reply'd Don Quix#e ;..I know you well 
enough perfidious Caitiffs; and immediately, 
= without expecting their Reply, he ſet Spurs to 
= Rornante, and ran ſo furiouſly, with his Lance 
couch'd, 
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couch'd, againſt the firſt Monk, that if he had 
not prudently flang himſelf off to the Ground, 

| the Knight would certainly have laid him either 
| dead or grievouſly wounded. The other obſery. F? 
4 ing the diſcourteous Uſage of his Companion, 
1 clapp'd his Heels to his over- grown Mule's Flanks, 
4 and ſcour'd o'er the Plain as if he had been run? 


b ning a Race with the Wind. Sancho Panga nod 
N ſooner ſaw the Monk fall, but he nimbly skipp'd FT 
2 off his Aſs, and running to him, began to ſtrip | * - 
3g him immediately. But then the two Muleteers Þ* * 


who waited on the Monks came up to him, and! 
ask'd why he offer'd to ſtrip him? Sancho told“ 
them that this belong'd to him as lawful Plunder, 1 
being the Spoils won in Battle by his Lord and 
Maſter Don Quixote. The Fellows, with whom 
there was no jeſting, not knowing what he meant 
by his Spoils and Battle, and ſeeing Don Quivote 7 
at a good Diſtance in deep Diſcourſe by the Side 
of the Coach, fell both upon poor Sancho, threw 
him down, tore his Beard from his Chin, trampled 
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4 on his Guts, thump'd and maul'd him in every Part 
5 of his Carcaſs, and there left him ſprawling 
* without Breath or Motion. In the mean while 
i the Monk, ſcar'd out of his Wits, and as pale as 
. a Ghoſt, got upon his Mule again as faſt as he! 
2 cou'd, and ſpurr'd after his Friend, who ſtaid Þ 
* for him at a Diſtance expecting the Iſſue of this 
-J ſtrange Adventure; but being unwilling to ſtay Þ- 
4 to ſee the End of it, they made the beſt of their 

1 Way, making more Signs of the Croſs than if the 

„ Devil had been poſting after them. 


_- i 


Don Quixote, as fad, was all that while engag- 
ed with the Ladies M the Coach. Lady, cry'd 
he, your Diſcretion is now at Liberty to diſpoſe 
of your beautiful ſelf as you pleaſe ; for the pre- 


famptuous Arrogance of thoſe who attempted to 
inſlave 
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inſlave your Perſon lies proſtrate in the Duſt, 
overthrown by this my ſtrenuous Arm: And that 
ou may not be at a Loſs for the Name of your 
Deliverer, know I am call'd Don Quixote de la Man- 
cha, by Profeſſion a Knight-Errant and Adventur- 
er, Captive to that peerleſs Beauty Donna Dulci- 
* yea del Toboſo. Nor do l deſire any other Recom- 
pence for the Service I have done you, but that 
4 | 7 you return to Toboſo to preſent your ſelves to that 
Lady, and let her know what I have done to pur- 
chaſe your Deliverance. To this extravagant 
d | { Talk, a certain B.ſcayan Squire, Gentleman-Ufher, 


or what you'll pleaſe to call him, who rode along 
with the Coach, liſten'd with great Attention; 
d 2nd perceiving that Don Quixete not only ſtopp'd 

ö the Coach, but would have it preſently go back 

to Tehoſo, he bore briskly up to him, and lay ing 
„ hold on his Lance, Get gone, cry'd he to him in 
je bad Spaniſh and worſe Biſ:ayan, Get gone thou 
4 Knight, and Devil go with thou; or by he who me 
d create, if thou do not leave the Coach, me kill thee now 
1 | ſo ſure as me be Biſcayan. Don Quixote, who made 
g ſhifr to underſtand him well enough, very calmly 

made him this Anſwer: Wer't thou a Knight 
or Gentleman, as thou art not, e'er this I would 
he have chaſtiz'd thy Inſolence and Temerity, thou 
d inconſiderable Mortal. What! me no Gentle- 
iis man? reply'd the Biſcayan ; I ſwear thou be Liar, 
y me be Chriſtian. If thou throw away Lance and 

draw Sword, me will make no more of thee than 
be Cat does of Mouſe. Me will ſhew thee me be 
| Biſcayan, and Gentleman by Land, Gentleman by 
g. Sea, Gentleman in ſpite of Devil; and thou lie 


1 | — 
ſe i 
&" | * Cavallero in Spaniſh ſignifies 4 Gentleman as wel 
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if thou Gay contrary. I'll try Titles with you, 
as the Man ſaid, reply'd Don Quixote; and with 
that throwing away his Lance, he drew his 
Sword, graſp'd his Target, and attack'd the B., 
cayan, fully bent on his Deſtruction. The B). 
cayan ſeeing him come on ſo furiouſly, would 
gladly have alighted, not truſting to his Mule, 
which was one of thoſe ſcurvy Jades that are let 
out to Hire ; but all he had Time to do was only | 


to draw his Sword, and ſnatch a Cuſhion out f. 
the Coach to ſerve him inſtead of a Shield; and 
immediately they aſſaulted one another with all F „ 


the oy of mortal Enemies. The By-ſtanders 
did all they could to prevent their Fighting; but 
"twas in vain, for the Biſcayan ſwore in his Gibbe. © 
riſh he would kill his very Miſteſs, and all thoſe 


who preſum'd to hinder him, if they would not 


let him fight. The Lady in the Coach being en- 
tremely affrighted at theſe Paſſages, made her 
Coach man drive out of Harm's-way, and at a Di- 


. l n. 
ſtance was an Eye · witne ſs of the furious Com- 


bat. At the ſame Time the Biſcayan let fall ſuch 


a mighty Blow on Don Suixote's Shoulder over his 
Target, that had not his Armour been Sword. ! 


proof he would have cleft him down to the ve- 7 
ry Waſte. The Knight feeling the Weight of that! 
unmeaſurable Blow, cry'd out aloud, Oh! Lady 


of my Soul, Dulcnea, Flower of all Beauty, '$ 


vouchſafe to ſuccour your Champion in this dan- 


gerous Combat, undertaken to ſet forth your : 
Worth. The breathing out of this ſhort Prayer, Þ ©. 


the griping faſt of his Sword, the covering of 
himfelf with his Shield, and the charging of his Þ 
Enemy, was but the Work of a Moment; for Don 
© u;xete was refolv'd to venture the Fortune of © 
the Combat all upon one Blow. The Biſcayan, who 
read his Deſign in his dreadful W 2 : 

| olved Þ 
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ſolv'd to face him with equal Bravery, and ſtand 
the terrible Shock, cover'd with the Cuſhion, nor 
being able to manage his jaded Mule, who de- 
fying the Spur, and all other Provocations, wou'd 


move neither to the Right nor to the Left. While 


Don Quixote, with his Sword aloft, was ruſhing 
upon the wary Biſcayan, with a full Reſolution to 
cleave him aſunder; all the Spectators ſtood 
trembling with Terrour and Amazement, expe&- 
ing the dreadful Event of thoſe prodigious Blows 


I which threaten'd the two deſperate Combatants : 
= The Lady in the Coach, with her Women, were 


making a thouſand Vows and Offerings to all the 


= Places of Devotion jn Spain, that Providence 
might deliver them and the Squire out of the 
great Danger that threaten'd them. 


But here we muſt deplore the abrupt End of 


this Hiſtory, which the Author leaves off juſt at 
the very Point when the Fortune of the Battle is 
going to be decided, pretending that he could 
uad nothing more recorded of Don Quixote's won- 
drous Atchievements than what he had already re- 
© lated. However the ſecond Undertaker of this 
= Work could not believe, that ſo curious a Hiſtory 
could lie for ever inevitably buried in Oblivion; 
or that the Learned of La Mancha were ſo regard - 
lels of their Country's Glory, as not to preſerve 
ig their Archives, or at leaſt in their Cloſets, 
ſome Memoirs as Monuments of this famous 
= Knight; and therefore he would not give over 
© enquiring after the Continuation of this plea- 
© fant Hiſtory till at laſt he happily found it, as the 
next Book will inform the Reader, 
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The Event of the mo#t ſtupendious Combat be- 
tween the brave Bilcayan aud the valo- 


rows Don Quixote. 


; 1 the firſt Book of this Hiſtory we left the va- 
. liant Biſcayan and the renowned Don Quixote 
with their Swords „ and ready to It fall 

4 on 
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on each other two furious and moſt terrible 
Blows, which had they fall'n direQaly, and met 
with no Oppoſition, would have cut and divided 
the two Combatants from Head ro Heel, and have 
ſplit 'em like a Pomgranate : But, as I ſaid be- 
fore, the Story remain'd imperfe& ; neither did 
the Author inform us where we might find the 
remzining Part of the Relation. This vex'd me 
extremely, and turn'd the Pleaſure which the 
Peruſal of the Beginning had afforded me into 
Diſguſt, when I had Reaſon to deſpair of ever ſee- 
ing the reſt, Yer, after all, it ſeem'd to me no 
leſs impoſſible than unjuſt, that ſo valiant a 
Knight ſhou'd have. been deſtitute of ſome learned 
Perſon to record his incomparable Exploits ; a 
Misfortune which never attended any of his Pre- 
deceſſors, I mean the Knights-Adventurers, each 
of whom was always provided with one or two 
icarned Men, who were always at hand to write 
not only their wondrous Deeds, but alſo to ſet 
down their trivial Thoughts, were they never ſo 
hidden. Therefore, as I could not imagine that ſo 
worthy a Knight ſhould be ſo unfortunate, as to 
avant that which has been ſo profuſely laviſh'd e- 
ven on fuch a one as Platyr, and others of that 
Stamp ; I cau'd not induce my ſelf to believe thar 
ſo admirable a Hiſtory was ever leſt unfiniſh'd, 
and rather choſe to think that Hime, the Devourer 
ot all things, had either hid or conſum'd it. On 
the other Side, when I conſider'd that ſeveral mo- 
dern Books were found in his Study, as The Cure of 
Penlouly, and The Nymphe and Shephards of Henares, I 
had Reaſon to think that the Hiſtory of our Knight 
could be of no very ancient Date; and thar, had 
it never been continu'd, yet his Neighbours and 
Friends could not have forgot the moſt remarka- 
ble Paſſages of his Life, Full of this Imagina- 
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tion, I reſolv'd to make it my Buſineſs to make'a 
particular. and exact Enquiry into the Life and Mi- 
racles of our rerown'd Spaniard Don Quixote, 
that refulgent Glory and Mirrour, of the Knight- 
hood of La Mancha, and the firſt who in theſe 
deprav'd and miſsrable T imes devoted himſelf to 
the neglected Profeſſion of Knight-Errantry, to 
redreſs Wrongs and Injuries, to relieve Widows, 
and defend the Honour of Damſels; ſuch of them 
I mean, who in former Ages rode up and down 
with Whip in Hand, mounted on their Palfreys, 
with all their Virginity about them, ſecure from 
all Manner of Danger, and who, unleſs they hap- 
pen'd to be raviſn'd by ſome boiſtrous Villain 
or huge Giant, were ſure, at fourſcore Years of 
Age, (all which Time they never flept one 
Night under a Roof) to be decently laid in their 
Graves, as pure Virgins as the Mothers that bore 
'em. For this Reaſon and many others, I ſay, our 
gallant Don Quixote is worthy everlaſting and uni- 
verſal Praiſe : Nor ought I to be deny'd my due 
Commendation for my indefatigable Care and Di- 
ligence, in ſeeking and finding out the Continua- 
tion of this delightful Hiſtory ; though after all 
I muſt confeſs, that had not Providence, Chance, 
or Fortune, as I will now inform you, aſſiſted 
me in the Diſcovery, the World had been de- 
privd of two Hour's Diverſion: and Pleaſure, 
which 'tis likely to afford ro thoſe who will read 
it with Attention. 

One Day, being in the Alcana at Toledo, I ſaw a 


young Lad offer to fell a Parcel of old written 


Papers to a Groom. Now I being apt to take up 
the leaſt-Piece of written or printed Papers that 
lies in my Way, though '"twere in che Middle 
of tlie Street, cou'd not forbear laying my Hands 
n one of the Quires to ſee what it was, and T 

225 found 
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found it to be written in Arabic, which I could 
not read. This made me look about to fee whe. 
ther I could find e' er a Mooriſh Rabbi to read it for 
me, and give me ſome Account of it ; nor was it 
very difficult to meet with an Interpreter there, 
for had I wanted one for a better and more ancient 
Tongue, that Place would have infallibly ſupply'd 
me. Twas my good Fortune to find one imme- 
diately ; and having inform'd him of my Deſire, 
he no ſooner read ſome Lines but he began to 
laugh. I ask'd him what he laugh'd at? At a 
certain Remark here in the Margin of the Book, 
{zid he. I pray'd him to explain it; whereupon, 
itill laughing, he did it in thefe Words: Ih Dub 
cinea de! Toboſo, ſo often mention'd in this Hiſtory, 
*s ſaid to have had the beſt Hand at ſalting of Pork of 
any Woman in all La Mancha. I was ſurpriz d when 
heard him name Dulcinea del Toboſo, and preſently 
1magin'd that thoſe old Papers contain'd the Hi- 
ſtory of Don Quixote. This made me preſs him 
to read the Title of the Book; which he did, 
turmag it thus extempor? out of Arabick ; The Hiſto- 
ef Don Quixote de la Mancha; written by Cid 
tlamer Benengely, az» Arabian Hiſteriographer. I 
was fo over-joy'd when I heard the Title, that I 
had much ado to conceal it ; and preſently ta- 
king the Bargain out of the Groom's Hand, I a- 
greed with the young Man for the Whole, and 
bought that for half a Real which he might have 
ſold me for twenty times as much, had he but 
gueſs'd at the Eagerneſs of his Chapman. I im- 
mediately withdrew with my Purchaſe to the 
Cloiſter of the great Church, taking the Moor 
with me; and deſir'd him to tranſlate me all thoſe 
Papers that treated of Don Quixote without ad- 
ding or omitting the leaſt Word, offering him a- 
ny reaſonable Satisfaction. He ask'd me but two 
* Arrobes 
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Arrobet of Raiſins and two Buſhels of Wheat, 
and promis d me to do it faithfully with all Ex- 
pedition : In ſhort, for the quicker Diſpatch and 
the greater Security, being unwilling to let ſuch 
a lucky Prize go out of my Hands, I took the 
Moor to my own Houſe where in leſs than ſix 
Weeks he finiſh'd the whole Tranſlation. 

Don 2uixete's Fight with the Biſcayan was exact- 
ly drawn on one of the Leaves of the firſt Quire 
in the ſame Poſture as we left them, with their 
Swords lifred up over their Heads, the one guard- 
ing himſelf with his Shield, the other with his 
Cuſhion, The Biſcayan's Mule was pictur'd ſo to 
the Life, that with half an Eye you might have 
known it to be an hir'd Mule. Under the Biſcayan 
was written Don Sancho de Afpetia, and under Re- 
zinante Don Quixote. Rozinante was ſo admirably 
delineated, ſo flim, ſo ſtiff, ſo lank, ſo lean, ſo 
jaded, with ſo ſharp a Ridge-bone, and altoge- 
ther ſo like one waſted with an incurable Con- 
ſumption, that any one muſt have owned at firſt 
Sight that no Horſe ever better deſerv'd that 
Name. Not far off ſtood Sancho f Panga hold- 
ing his Aſs by the Halter ; at whoſe Feet there 
was a Scroll, in which was written Sancho () Can- 
as; And if we may judge of him by his Pic- 
ture, he was thick and ſhort, paunch-belly'd and 
long-haunch'd ; ſo that in all Likelihood for this 
Reaſon he is ſometimes call'd Panga and ſome- 
times Cancas in the Hiſtory. There were ſome 
other Nicities to be ſeen in that Piece, but hard- 
ly worth Obſervation, as not giving any Light 
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* An Arroba is abeut 32 Ib. Weight, 

1 Paunch. ; 

(*) Haunches, or rather Thigh-bones. : 
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into this true Hiſtory, otherwiſe they had not 
paſs'd unmention'd; for none can be amiſs fo 
they be authentick. I muſt only acquaint the 
Reader, that if any Objection is to be made as 
to the Veracity of this, tis only that the Author 
is en Arabian, and thoſe of that Country are not 
a little addicted to lying: But yer, if we conti- 
der that they are our Enemies, we ſhou'd ſooner 
ime gine that the Author has rather fuppreſs'd the 
Truth, than added to the real Worth of our 
Knight; and Iam the more inclinable to think 
ſo, becauſe 'tis plain that where he ought to have 
inlarg'd on his Praiſes, he maliciouſly chuſes to 
be filent; a Proceeding unworthy of an Hiſtori- 
an, who ought to be exact, ſincere, and imparti- 
21; free from Paſſion, and not to be biaſs'd either 
by Intereſt, Fear, Reſentment, or Affection to 
deviate from Truth, which is the Mother of Hi- 
ftory, the Preſerver and Eternizer of great Acti- 
ons, the profeſſed Enemy of Oblivion, the Wit- 
neſs of things paſs d, and the Director of future 
Times. As for this Hiſtory, I know 'twill afford 
You as great Variety as you cou'd wiſh in the moſt 
entertaining Manner; and if in any Point it falls 
ſhort of your ExpeQation, IT am of Opinion tis 
more the Fault of the unworthy Author than 
the Subje&: And ſo let us come to the Second 
Book, which, according to our Tranſlation, began 
in this Manner. ? 

Such were the bold and formidable Looks of 
the two enrag'd Combatants, that with up-lifred 
Arms, and with deſtructive Steel, they ſeem d to 
threaten Heaven, Earth, and the infernal Manſ- 
ons; While the SpeCators ſeem'd wholly loſt ih 
Fear and Aſtoniſhment. The cholerick Biſcay an 
diitcharg'd the firſt Blow, and that with ſuch a 


Force, and ſo deſperate a Fury, that had nat his 
Sword 
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Sword turn'd in his Hand, that ſingle Stroke had 
putan End to the dreadful Combar, and all our 
Knight's Adventures. But Fate, that referv'd 
him for greater things, ſo order'd it, that his Ene- 
my's Sword turn'd in ſuch a Manner, that tho 
it truck him on the left Shoulder, it did him no 
other Hurt than to diſarm that Side of his Head, 
carrying away with it a great Part of his Helmer 
and one Half of his Ear, which like a dreadful 
Ruin fell together to the Ground. Aſſiſt me ye 
Powers! Bur tis in vain : The Fury which then 
engroſs'd the Breaſt of our Hero of La Mancha 
is not to be expreſs d; Words wou'd bur wrong 
it, for what Colour of Speech can be lively e- 
nough to give but a flight Sketch or faint Image 
of his unutterable Rage? Exerting all his Valour, 
he rais'd himſelf upon his Stirrups, and ſeem'd 
even greater than himſelf; and at the ſame In- 
ſtant griping his Sword faſt with both Hands, 
he diſcharg'd ſuch a tremendous Blow full on the 
Biſcayan's Cuſhion and his Head, that in ſpight of 
ſo good ' a Defence, as if a whole Mountain had 
fallen upon him, the Blood guſh'd out at his Mouth, 
Noſe, and Ears all at once; and he totter'd ſo in 
his Saddle, that he had fallen ro the Ground im- 
mediately had he not caught hold of the Neck of 
his Mule: But the dull Beaſt it {elf being rous'd 
out of its Stupidity with that terrible Blow, be- 
gan to run about the Fields; and the Biſcayan, ha- 
ving loſt his Stirrups and his Hold, with two or 
three Winces the Mule ſhook him off, and threw 
him on the Ground. Don Quixote beheld the Diſ- 
aſter of his Foe with the greateſt Tranquility and 
Unconcern imaginable ; and ſeeing him down, 
ſlipp'd nimbly from his Saddle, and running to 
him, ſet the Point of his Sword to his Throat. 
and bid him yield, or he would cut off his.Hezd, 

E 5: The 
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The Biſcayan was fo ſtunn'd that he could make 

him no Reply; ſo that Don Quixote had certainly 

made good his Threats, had not the Ladies in the 

Coach, who with great, Uneaſineſs and Fear had 
beheld theſe ſad Tranſactions, haſten'd to beſeech 
Don Quixote very earneſtly to ſpare his Life. Tru- 
ly, beautiful Ladies, ſaid the victorious Knight 
with a great deal of Loftineſs and Gravity, I am 
willing to grant your Requeſt ; but upon Conditi- 
on that this ſame Knight ſhall paſs his Word of 
Honour to go to Teboſo, and there preſent himſelf in 
my Name before the peerleſs Lady Donna Dulcinea, 
that ſhe may diſpoſe of him as ſhe ſhall ſee con- 
venient, The Lady, who was frighted almoſt out 
of her Senſes, without conſidering what Don 
Quixote enjoynd, or enquiring who the Lady Dul. 
cines was, promis d in her Squire's Behalf a punc- 
tual Obedience to the Knight's Commands. Let 
him live then, reply'd Don Quixote, upon your 
Word, and owe to your Interceſſion that Pardon 
which I might juſtly deny bis Arrogance. 
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CHAP. IE 


Iihat farther befell Don Quixote with the 
Biſcayan ; and of the Danger he ran a- 
mong a Parcel of angueſſians. 


I Ancho Panca was got up again before this, not 
much the better for the Kicks and Thumps 
bettow'd on his Carcaſs by the Monk's Grooms ; 
and ſeeing his Maſter engag'd in Fight, he went 
devoutly to Prayers, beſceching Heaven to grant 
him Victory, and that he might now win ſome 
Iſland, in order to his being made Governour of 
it according to his Promiſe. Ar laſt, perceiving 
the Danger was over, the Combat at an End, and 
his Maſter ready to mount again, he ran in all 
Haſte to help him; but e'er the Knight put his 
Foot in the Stirrup, Sancho fell on his Knees be- 
fore him, and kiſſing his Hand, An't pleaſe your 
Worſhip, cry'd he, my good Lord Don Quixote, 
FT beſcech you make me Governonr of the iſland 
you have won in this dreadful and bloody Fight; 
for tho' it were never ſo great, I find my ſelf able 
to govern it as well as the beſt He that ever went 
about to govern an Iſland in this World. Bro- 
ther Sancho, reply'd Don Quixote, theſe are no Ad- 
ventures of Iſlands; theſe are only Rencounters 
on the Road, where little is to be got beſides a 
broken Head or the Loſs of an Ear: Therefore 
have Patience, and ſome Adventure will * ic 
elf, 
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elf, which will not only enable me to prefer thee 
oa Government, but even to ſomething more 
conſiderable. Sancho gave him a World of Thanks; 
and having once more kiſs'd his Hand, and the 
Skirts of his Coat of Armour, he help'd him to 
get upon Rozinante; and then leaping on his 
Aſs, he follow'd the Hero, who, without taking 
Leave of thoſe in the Coach, put on a goo&.round 
Pace, and rode into a Wood that was not far 
off. S incho made after him as faſt as his Aſs wou'd 
rrot; but finding that Rezinante was like to leave 
him behind, he was forc'd to call to his Maſter 
to ſtay for him. Don Quixote accordingly check'd 
tris Horſe, and ſoon gave Sancho Leiſure to over- 
cake him. Methinks, Sir, ſaid the fearful Squire 
a5 ſoon as he came up with him, it-won't-be amiſs 
for us to betake our ſelves to ſome Church to get 
out of Harm's-way ; for if that ſame Man whom 
you've fought with ſhould do otherwiſe than 
well, I dare lay my Life they'll get a Warrant 
from the holy Brotherhogd, and have us taken 
up; which if they do, on my Word 'twill go 
hard with us c'er we can get out of their Clutches. 
Hold thy Tongue, cry'd Don Quixote: Where 
didſt thou ever read, or find, that a Knight-Er- 
rant was ever brought before any Judge for 
the Homicides which he committed? I can't tell 
what you mean by your Homilies, reply'd Sancho; 
I don't know that ever I ſaw one in my born 
Days, not I: But well I wot, That the Law lays 
hold on thoſe that goes to murder one another 
ia the Fields; and as for your what d'ye calFems, 
I've nothing to ſay-to 'em. Then be not afraid, 
good Sancho, cry'd Don Quixote; for I would deli- 
ver thee out of the Hands of the Chaldeans, and 
with much more Eaſe ovt of thoſe of the holy 
Brotherhood. But, come tell me truly, doſt thou 


believe 


fi 
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believe that. the whole World can boaſt of ano- 
ther Knight that may pretend to rival'me in Va- 
lour ? Didſt thou ever read in Hiſtory, that any 
other ever ſhew'd more Reſolution to undertake, 
more Vigour to attack, more Breath to hold our, 
more Dexterity and Activity to ſtrike, and more 
Art and Force to overthrow his Enemies? Not I, 
by my. Troth, reply'd Sancho, for I never cou'd 
read nor write; but. that which I dare wager is, 
That I never in my, Life ſerv'd a bolder Maſter 
than your Worſhip; pray Heaven this ſame Bold- 
neſs may'nt bring us to what I bid you beware of: 
All I've to put you in Mind of now is, that you 
get your Ear dreſs'd, for you loſe a deal of Blood; 
and by good Luck I have here ſome Lint and a 
little white Salve in my Wallet. How needleſs 
would all this have been, cry'd Don Quixote, had 
] but bethought my ſelf of making a ſmall Bottle 
full of the Balſam of Fierabras ? a ſingle Drop 
of which would have ſpar'd us a great deal of 
Time and Medicaments. What is that ſame Bal, 
ſam, an't pleaſe you? cry'd Sancho, A Balſam, an- 
ſwer'd Don Quixote, of which I've the Receipt in 
my Head; he that has ſome of it may defy Death 
it ſelf, and dally with all Manner of Wounds; 
| Therefore when I have made ſome of it, and given 
it thee, if at any Time thou happen'ſt to ſee my 
* Body cut in two by ſome unlucky Back-ſtroke, as 
tis common among us Knight Errants, thou haſt 
no more to do but to take up nicely that Half of 
me which is falln to the Ground, and clap it 
exactly to the other Half on the Saddle before 
the Blood's congeal'd, always taking Care to lay 
| .tjuſt in its proper Place; then thou fhalt give 
mme two Draughts of that Balſam, and thou ſhalt 
'mmediately ſee me become whole, ard ſound as 
zn Apple. If this bs true, quoth Sancho, I'll quit 
you 
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you of your Promiſe about the Iſland this Mi. 
nute of an Hour, and will have nothing of your 
Worſhip for what Service I. have done, and am 
to do you, but the Receipt of that ſame Balſim ; 
for I dare ſay, let me go where-ever I will, 'twil! 
be ſure to yield me three good Reals an Ounce ; 
and thus I ſhall make ſhift to pick a pretty good 
Livelihood out of it. But ſtay though, continu'd 
he, does the Making ſtand your Worthip in much, 
Sir? Three Quarts of it, reply'd Don Quixe:, 
may be made for leſs than three Reals, Body of 
me, cry'd Sancho, why don't you make ak 
put of Hand, and teach me how to make it? Say 
no more Friend Sancho, return d Don Quixote; I 
intend to teach thee much greater Secrets, and d 
deſign thee nobler Rewards; but in the mean 
Time dreſs my Ear, for it pains me more than I i © 
could wiſh. Sancho then took his Lint and Oint- IE 
ment out of his Wallet; but when Don Quixote . 
erceiv'd the Vizor of his Helmet was broken, n 
e hid like to have run ſtark-ſtaring mad; ſtraight WM G 
laying hold on his Sword, and lifring up his Eyes = 
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to Heaven, By the Bowels of my Father, cry'd y 
he, by my Allegiance to Dulcinea, by the whole WW 
Frame of Narure, I ſwear to lead a Life like the 4 
great Marqueſs of Mantua, when he made a Vow * 


to revenge the Death of his Couſin Baldwin; which 
was, never to eit Bread on a Table-Cloth, ne- 
ver to lic with the dear Partner of his Bed, and 
other things, which, though they are now at pre- 
ſent ſlipp'd out of my Memory, I comprize in 
my Vow no !efs than if I had now mention'd 
'em; and this I bind my ſelf to, till J have fully 
reveng'd my ſelf on him that has done me this 

Injury. 
Good your Worſhip, cry'd Sancho (amaz'd to 
hear him take ſuch a horrid Oath) think on what 
you're 
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you're doing; for if that ſame Knight has done 
25 you bid him, and has gone and caſt himſelf 
before my Lady Dulcines del Toboſo, I don't ſee 
but you and he are quit, and the Man deſerves 
no further Puniſhment, unleſs he does you ſome 
new Miſchief. *Tis well obſerv'd, reply'd Don 

uixote, and therefore as to the Point of Revenge 
I revoke my Oath ; but I renew and confirm the 
reſt, proteſting ſolemnly to lead the Life I menti- 
on'd, till I have by Force of Arms deſpoil'd ſome 
| Knight of as good a Helmet as mine was. Nei- 
ther do thou fancy, Sancho, that I make this Pro- 
teſtation raſhly : No, I have a laudable Prece- 
dent for it, the Authority of which will ſuffici- 
ently juſtify my Imitation ; for the very ſame 
thing happen'd about Mambrine's Helmet, which 
coſt Sacripante ſo dear. Good Sir, quoth Sancho, 
let all ſuch Curſing and Swearing go to the Devil; 
| there's nothing can be worſe for your Soul's 
Health, nay for your bodily Health neither. Be- 
ſides, ſuppoſe we ſhould not this good while meer 
any one with a Helmet on, what a ſad Caſe ſhould 
we then be in ? Will your Worſhip then keep 
your Oath in ſpight of ſo many Hardſhips, ſuch 
as to lie rough for a Month together, far from any 
inhabited Place, and a thouſand other idle Pennan- 
* ces Which that mad old agg, of Mantua pu- 
| niſh'd himſelf with by his Vow. Do but con- 
ſider that we may ride I don't know how long 
upon this Road without meeting any arm'd Knight 
to pick a Quarrel with; for here are none but 
Carriers and Waggoners, who are ſo far from 
wearing any Helmets, that 'tis ten to one whether 
| they ever heard of ſuch a thing in their Lives. 
Thou art miſtaken Friend Sancho, reply'd Don 
| Quixote; for we ſhall not be two Hours this Way 
without meeting more Men in Arms than there 

| were 
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were at the Siege of Albraca to conquer the fair 
Angelica, Well then, let it be ſo, quoth Sancho; 
and may we have the Luck to come off well, and 
quickly win that Ifland which coſts me ſo dear, 
and then I don't matter what befalls me. I have 
already bid thee not trouble thy ſelf about this 
Buſineſs Sancho, ſaid Don Quixote; for ſhou'd we 
miſs of an Iſland, there is either the Kingdom of 
Denmark, or that of Sobradiſa, as fit for thy Purpoſe 


as a Ring to thy Finger; and what ought to be 


no ſmall Comfort to thee, they are both upon 


the Continent. But we'll talk of this in its 


proper Seaſon :-At this Time I'd have thee ſee 
whether thou haſt any thing to eat in thy Waller, 
that we may afterwards ſeek for ſome Caſtle, 


where we may lodge this Night, and make the 


Balſam I told thee; for I proteſt my Ear ſmarts ex- 
tremely. I have here an Onion, reply'd the Squire, 
a Piece of Cheeſe, and a few ſtale Cruſts of Bread; 
but ſure ſuch coarſe Fare is not for ſuch a brave 
Kaight as your Worſhip. Thou art grofly miſt:- 
ken Friend Sancho, anſwer'd Don Nuixate : Know 
that tis the Glory of Knight-Errants to be whole 
Months without eating; and when they do, they 
fall upon the firſt thing they meet with, though 
it be never ſo homely. Hadſt thou but read as 
many Books as I have done, thou hadſt been bet- 
ter inform'd as to that Point; for though I think 
T have read as many Hiſtories of Chivalry in my 
Time as any ether Man, I never cou'd find that 
the Knight-Errants ever eat, unlefs it were by 
meer Accident, or when they were invited to great 
Feaſts and royal Banquets ; at other Times they 
indulg'd themſelves with little other Food beſides 
their Thoughts; though it is not to be ima- 
gin'd they could live without ſupplying the Exi- 


gencies of humane Nature, as being after all no 
more 
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more than mortal Men: Tis likewiſe to be ſup” 
pos'd, that as they ſpent the greateſt Part of thei? 
Lives in Foreſts' and Deſarts, and always deſti- 
tate of a Cook, conſequently their uſual Food 
was but ſuch coarſe Country. Fare as thou now 
offeieſt me: Never then make thy ſelf uneaſle 
about what pleaſes me, Friend Sencho, nor pretend 
to make a new World, nor to unhinge the very 
Conſtitution and antient Cuſtoms of Knight- 
Errantry. I beg your Worſhip's Pardon, cry'd 
Sancho; for, as I was never bred a Scholar, I 
may chance to have miſsd in ſome main 
| Point of your Laws of Knighthood ; but from 
this Time forward 111 be ſure to ſtock my 
Wallet with all Sorts of dry Fruits for you, be- 
cauſe your Worſhip's a Knight; as for my ſelf, 
who am none, 1] provide good Fowls and other 

ſubſtantial Victuals. I don't ſay Sancho, reply'd 
Don Quixote, that a Knight-Errant is oblig'd. to 
feed altogetlier upon Fruit; TI only mean, tiiat 
| this was their common Food, together with 
ſome Roots and Herbs, which they found up and 
| down the Fields, of all which they had a per- 
| fe@t Knowledge, as I my ſelf have. Tis a good 
thing to know thoſe Herbs, cry'd Sancho; for I 
am much miſtaken or that Kind of Knowledge 
will ſtand us in good ſtead &er long. In the 
mean Time, continu'd he, here's what good Hea- 
| ven has ſent us: With that he pull'd out the 
Proviſion be had, and they fell to heartily toge- 

ther. But their Impatience to find out a Place 
| where they might be harbour'd that Night, 
made em ſhorten their ſorry Meal and mount 
again, for fear of being benighted: So away 
they put on in Search of a Lodging. But the 
Sun and their Hopes fail'd them at once, as they 

came to a Place where ſome Goat-herds had ſet 
| vp 
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up ſome ſmall Hutts ; and therefore they conelu- 
ded to take up their Lodging there that Night. 
This was as great a Mortification to Sanche, 
who was altogether for a good Town, as it was 
a Pleaſure to his Maſter ; who was for fleeping 
in the open Field, as believing that as often as 
he did it, he confirm'd his Title to Kaighthood Þ 7 
by a new AQ of Poſſeſſion. 
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I i CH AP. III. 

s = ; 

« | 1/hat paſsd between Don Quixote and the 
4 Goat-herds. 
N HE Knight was very courteouſly receiv'd 


| by the Goat-herds ; and as for Sancho, af- 
ter he had ſet up Rozinante and his Aſs as well as 
* he cou'd, he preſently repair'd to the attractive 
Smell of ſome Pieces of Kid's Fleſh which ſtood 
# boiling in a Kettle over the Fire. The hungry 
Squire wou'd immediately have try'd whether they 
| were fit to be remoy'd out of the Kettle into the 
* Stomach, but was not put to that Trouble; for the 
* © Goat-herds took em off the Fire, and ſpread ſome 
* Sheep-skins on the Ground, and ſoon got their ru- 
ral Feaſt ready; and chearfully invited his Maſter 
and him to partake of what they had. Next, with 
ſome coarſe Compliment after the Country-way, 
they defir'd Don Quixote to ſet down on a Trough 
with the Bottom upwards, and then ſix of em 
who were all that belong'd to the Fold, ſquatred 
= 'cm down round the Skins; while Sancho ſtood: to 
> wait upon his Maſter and give him Drink in a 
Horn-Cup, which the Goat-herds us'd. But he, 
= ſeeing his Man ſtand behind, ſaid to him, That 
thou may'ſt underſtand, Sancho, the Benefits of 
» Knight-Errantry, and how the meaneſt Retainers 
do it have a fair Proſpect of being ſpeedily eſteem- 
= ed and honour'd by the World, 'tis my Pleaſure 
that you fit thee down by me, in the Company 
of theſe good People; that there be no Difference 
no obſerv'd between thee and me; that thou 
| eat 
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eat in the ſame Diſh and drink in the ſame Cup : 
For it may be ſaid of Knight-Errantry as of Love, 
that it makes all things equal. I thank your Wor- 
ſhip, cry'd Sancho; but yet I muſt needs own, had 
I but a good deal of Meat before me, I'd eat it 
as well, or rather better ſtanding, and by my ſel, 
than if I ſet by an Emperour ; and to deal plainly 
and truly with you, I had rather munch a Crult 
of brown Bread and an Onion ia a Corner, with- 
out any more a-do or Ceremony, than feed upon 
Turkey at another Man's Table; where one 
is fain to ſit mincing and chawing his Meat an 
Hour together, drink little, be always wiping 
his Fingers and his Chops, and never dare to 
cough nor ſneez though he has never ſo much 
a Mind to it, nor do a many things which a 
Body may. do freely by one's ſelf; therefore, good 
Sir, change thoſe Tokens of your Kindneſs which 
I have a'Right to by being your Worſhip's Squire, 
into ſomething that may do me more Good: As 
for theſe ſame Honours I heartily thank you, as 
much as if I had accepted em, but yet I give 
up my Right to em from this Time to theWorid's 
End. Talk no more, reply'd Don Quixote, but ſit 
the down, for the Humble ſhall be exalted ; and 
fo pulling him by the Arms he forc'd him to (it 
by him. 

All this while the Goat-herds, who did not 
underſtand this Jargon of Knights-Errant, Chi- 
valry and Squires, fed heartily and ſaid nothing, 
but ſtard upon their Gueſts ; who very fairly 
ſwallow'd whole Luncheons as big as their Fiſts 
with a mighty Appetite. The firſt Courſe being 
over, they brought in the ſecond, conſiſting of dry'd 
Acorns, and half a Cheeſe as hard as a Brick : Nor 
was the Horn idle all the while, but went mer- 


ay round up and down ſa many times, ſometimes 
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full and ſometimes empty, like the two Buckets of a 
Well,that they made ſhift at laſt to drink off one of 
the two Skins of Wine which they had there. And 
now Don Quixote having ſatisfy'd his Appetite, 
he tcok a Handful of Acorns, and looking ear- 
neſtly upon 'em, O happy Age, cry'd he, which 
our firſt Parents call'd the Age of Gold; not be- 
cauſe Gold, ſo much ador'd in this Iron-Age, 
was then eaſily purchas'd, but becauſe thoſe two 
fatal Words Mine and Thine were Diſtinctions 
unknown to the People of thoſe fortunate Times : 
For all things were in common in that holy 
Age. Men, for their Suſtenance, needed only to 
lifr their Hands and take it from the ſturdy Oak, 
whoſe ſpreading Arms liberally invited them to 
gather the wholeſom ſavoury Fruit; while the 
clear Springs, and filver Rivulets, with luxuri- 
ant Plenty, offer'd them their pure refreſhing Wa- 
ter. In hollow Trees and in the Clefts of Rocks 
the labouring and induſtrious Bees erected their 
little Commonwealths, that Men might reap 
with Pleaſure and with Eaſe the ſweet and fer- 
tile Harveſt of their Tojls. The tough and ſtre- 
nuous Cork Trees did of themſelves, and with. 
out other Art than their native Liberality, diſ- 
| miſs and impart their broad light Bark, which 
ſerv d to cover thoſe lowly Huts, propp'd up with 
rough-hewn Stakes, that were firſt built as a Shel- 
ter againſt the Inclemencies of the Air. All then 
was Union, all Peace, all Love and Friendſhip 
inthe World As yet no rude Plough-ſhare pre- 
ſum'd with Violence to open and pry into the 
pious Bowels of our Mother Earth, for ſhe with- 
out Compullion kindly yielded from every Part 
of her fruitful and ſpacious Boſom, whatever 
might at once fatisfy ſuſtain and indulge her 
frugal Children, Then was the Time when in- 

nocent 
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nocent beautiful young Shepherdeſſes went trip. 

ing o'er the Hills and Vales; their lovely Hair 
ometimes plaited, ſometimes looſe and flowing; 
clad in no other Veſtment but what was —_ 
ry to cover decently what Modeſty wou'd always 
have conceal'd. The Tyrian Die, and the rich 
gloſſy Hue of Silk, martyr'd and diſſembl'd into 
every Colour, which are now eſteemed ſo fine 
and magnificent, were unknown to the innocent 
Plainneſs of that Age; yet bedeck'd with more 
becoming Leaves and Flowers, they might be ſaid 
to out-ſhine the proudeſt of the vain Dreſſing 
Ladies of our Age, array'd in the moſt magnificent 
Garbs; and all the moſt ſumptueus Adornings 
which Idleneſs and Luxury have taught ſucceed- 
ing Pride. Lovers then expreſs'd the Paſſion of 
their Souls in the unaffected Language of the 
Heart, with the native Plainneſs and Sincerity in 
which they were conceiv'd, and diveſted of all 
that artificial Contexture which enervates what 
it labours to inforce. Impoſture, Deceit and 
Malice had not yet crept in and impos'd them- 
ſelves unbrib'd upon Mankind in the Diſguiſe of 
Truth and Simplicity. Juſtice, unbiaſs'd either 
by Favour or Intereſt, which now ſo faithfully 
pervert it, was equally and impartially diſpen- 
ſed : Nor was the Jud es Fancy, Law; for then 
there were neither — nor Cauſes to be 
judg'd - But in this degenerate Age, Fraud and 
a Legion of Ills infecting the World, no Vertue 
can be ſafe, no Honour be ſecure ; while wanton 
Deſires, diffus'd into the Hearts of Men, corrupt 
the ſtricte ſt Watches, and the cloſeſt Retreats; 
which, though as intricate and unknown as the 
Labyrinth of Crete, are no Security for Chaſtity, 
Thus that Primitive Innocence being vaniſh d. 


and Oppreſſion daily preyailing, there was a — 
ce ili 
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ceſlity to oppoſe the Torrent of Violence: For 
och Reaſon the Order of Knighthood-Errant 
was inſtituted, to defend the Honour of Virgins, 
protect Widows, relieve Orphans, and aſſiſt all 
the Diſtreſs'd in general. Now I my ſelſ am one 
of this Order, honeſt Friends ; and though all 
People are oblig'd by the Law of Nature, to be 
kind to Perſons of my Order, I ought to pay a 
particular Acknowledgment for the good Enter- 
tainment which you ſo generouſly afford me 
and my Squire; the rather, as you have done it 
without being in the leaſt acquainted with my 
Circumſtances : And therefore, with all the Sin- 
cerity imaginable, I return you my hearty Thanks. 

All this long Oration, which might very well 
have been ſpar'd, was owing to the Acorns that 
recall'd the Golden Age to our Knight's Remem- 
brance, and made him thus hold forth to the 
Goat-herds, who devoutly liſten'd ; but edify'd 
little, the Diſcourſe not being ſuited to their Ca- 
pacities. Sancho, as well as they, was filent all 
the while, eating Acorns and frequently viſit- 
ing the ſecond Skin of Wine, which for Coolneſs 
Sake was hung upon a neighbouring Cork-Tree, 
As for Don Quixote, he was longer and more in- 


tent upon his Speech than upon his Supper; when 


he had done, one of the Goat-herds addreſſing 
himſelf to bim, Sir Knight, ſaid he, that you 
may be ſure you are heartily welcome, we'll 
get one of our Fellows to give us a Song : He is 
juſt a coming: A good notable young Lad he is, 
III ſay that for him, and up to the Ears in Love. 
He's a Scholard, and can read and write; and 
plays ſo rarely upon the Rebeck that tis a _— 

ut 


— 


* A Fiddle, with mly three Strings, ui'd by Sheph?rds, 
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put to hear him. No ſooner were the Words out 


vf the Goat-herd's Mouth, but they heard the 
Sound of the Inſtrument he ſpoke of, and pre- 
ſently appear'd a good comely young Man of 2. 
bout two and twenty Years of Age. The Goat- 


herds ask'd him if he had Supp'd ? and he hav. 
ing told them he had, Then, dear Antonio, ſays 


the' firſt Speaker, prithee ſing us a Song, to let 
this Gentleman, our Gueſt, ſee that we have thoſe 


among us who know ſomewhat of Muſick for all 
we live amidſt Woods and Mountains. We have 


told him of thee already ; therefore prithee make 


our Words good, and ſing us the Ditty thy Un. 


cle the Prebendary made of thy Love, that was 


ſo like in our Town. With all my Heart, re- 
ply'd Antonio, and ſo without any further Entrea- 


ty, ſitting down on the Stump of an Oak, he run'd 
his Fiddle, and very handſomely ſung the follow. 


1ng Song. | 
Antonio's. Amorous Complaint, 


. H o' Love ne er pratt les at your Eyes, 


(The Eyes thoſe filent Tongues of Love) 
Yet ſure, Olalia, you're my Prize : 
For Truth, with Zeal, ev'n Heav'n can move. 


I think, my Love, yon only try,, | 
Ew'n while I fear you've ſeal d my Doom: 
So, though inuolv'd in Doubts I lye, 
Hope ſometimes glimmers through the Gloom, 


A Flame ſo fierce, ſo bright, ſo pure, 
No Scorn can quench, nor Art improve : 

Thus like a Martyr I endure ; 

For there's a Heav'n is crown my Love, 
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In Dreſs and Dancing I have ſtrove 
My proudeſt Rivals to out vy: 1 
In Serenades I've breath'd my Love, "1. 
When all things ſlept but Love and J. | 


1 need not add, I ſpeak your Praiſe 

Till ev'ry Nymph's Diſdain I move: 
The' thus a thouſand Foes I raiſe, 

"Tis ſweet to praiſe the Fair I love, 


"7 
——————— .- — 
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Tereſa once your Charms debas'd, 
But I her Rudeneſs ſoon reprou'd: 
In Hain her Friend my Anger facd; 
For then 1 fought for her I lov'd. 


Dear cruel Fair, why then ſo coy ? 

How can you ſo much Love withſtand ? 
Alas ! I crave no lawleſs Foy, 

But with my Heart would give my Hand, 


Soft, eaſie, ſtrong is Hymen's Ty: : 
Oh! then no more the Bliſs refuſe, 
O/ ! wed me, or I ſwear to die, 
Or linger wretched and recluſe, 


Here Antonio ended his Song; Don Quixote en- 
reated him to ſing another, but Sancho Panca, 
who had more mind to fleep, than” to hear the 
fineſt ſinging in the World, told his Maſter, there 
is enough. Good Sir, quoth he, your Worſhip 
had better go and lie down where you are to take 
your reſt this Night; beſides, theſe good People 
are tir d with their day's labour, and rather want 
to go to ſleep than to ſit up all night to hear Bal. 
lads. I underſtand thee Sancho, cry'd Don 2xixore, 
and indeed I thought thy frequent viſiting the 
Bottle would make thee fondet of Sleep than of 

E Mut: ck. 


98 The Life and Atchievements 


Muſick. Make us thankful, cry'd Sancho. we al! 
lik'd the Wine well enough. I do not deny it, re. © 
ply'd Don Quixote; but go thou and lay the: 
down where thou pleaſeſt ; as for me it better be. 
comes a Man of my Profeſſion to Wake than to 
Sleep. Yer ſtay and dreſs my Ear before thou ä 
goeſt, for it pains me extremely. Thereupon one a 
of the Gost-herds beholding the Wound, xs 
Sancho offer d to dreſs it, defir'd the Knight not 
to trouble himſelf for he had a Remedy that 


4 1 would quickly cure him; and then fetching i 

"4 few Roſemary-leaves, which grew in great plenty o 
* thereabout; he bruis'd em, and mix'd a little C 
5 Salt among hem, and having apply'd the Medicine je 
« to the Ear, he bound it up, aſſuring him, he a 


Dy 


needed no other Remedy; which in a little time ri 
prov'd very true. 
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The Story which a young Goat-herd told to 
thoſe that were with Don Quixote. 


viſions from the next Village, happen'd to 
come while this was doing, and addrefling him- 
ſelf to the Goat-herds, Hark ye, Friends, ſaid he, 
d'ye hear the News? What News, cry'd one of 
the Company ? That fine Shepherd and Scholar 
Cn ſtoſtome dy'd this Morning, anſwer'd the o- 
ther; and they ſay, 'twas for Love of that de- 
viliſh untoward Laſs Marcela, rich William's 
Daughter, that goes up and down the Country 
in the habit of a Shepherdeſs. For Marcela, cry'd 
one of the Goat-herds? I ſay for her, reply'd 
the Fellow, and what more, tis reported, he has 
order'd by his Will, they ſhou'd bury him in the 
Fields like any Heathen Moor, juſt at the Foot of 
the Rock, hard by the Cork-Tree-Fountain, 
where they ſay he had the firſt ſight of her. Nay, 
he has likewiſe order'd many other ſtrange things 


A Won Fellow, who us'd to bring em Pro- 


| to be done, which the Heads of the Pariſh won't 
| allow of, for they ſeem to be after the way of 


the Pagans. But Ambroſe, the other Scholar, who 
likewiſe apparell'd himſelf like a Shepherd, is 
reſolvd to have his Friend Chryſtoſtome's Will 
fulfill'd in every thing, juſt as he has order'd it. 
All the Village is in an uproar, but after all 'ris 
thought, Ambroſe and his Friends will carry the 
day; and to morrow Morning he is to be buri'd 
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in great ſtate, where I told you: I fancy twill 
be worth ſeeing; howſoever be it what it will, 
Tl e'en go and ſee it. We'll all go, .cry'd the 
Goat- herds, and caſt Lots who ſhall tarry to look 
after the Goats. Well ſaid, Peter, cry d one of 
the Goat-herds.; but as for caſting of Lots, III 
ſave you that labour, for I'll ſtay my ſelf, not fo 
much out-of kindneſs to you neither, or want of 
Curioſity, as becauſe of the Thorn in my Toe, 
that will not let me go. Thank you however, 
-qQuoth Peter, Don Quixote, who heard all this, en- 
treated Peter to tell him who the Deceaſed was, 
and alſo to give him a ſhort account of the Shep- 
herdeſs. 6 
Peter made anſwer, That all he knew of the 
-matter was, That the Deceaſed was a wealth 
Gentleman, who liv'd not far off, that he had 
been ſeveral years at the Univerſity of Salamanca, 
and then came home mightily improv'd in his 
Learning. But above all, quoth he, twas ſaid of 
him that he had great knowledge in the Stars, 
and whatſoever the Sun and Moon do in the 
Skies; for he wou'd tell us to a tittle the Clip of 
the Sun and Moon. We call it an Eclipſe, cry d 
Don Quixote, and not a Clip, when either of thoſe 
two great Luminaries are darken'd. He wou'd 
alſo eB: Peter, Who did not ſtand upon 
duch nice Diſtinctions) foretel when the year 
wou'd be plentiful or ei. * You wou'd ſay ſeri, 
cry d Don Quixote, ſteril or eftil, reply'd the 
Fellow, that's all one to me: But this I ſay, that 
his Parents and Friends being rul'd by him grew 
woundy Rich in a ſhort time; for he wou'd tell 
em, This year ſow Barley, and no Wheat: In 
this you may ſow Peaſe, and no Barley : Next 
year will be a good year for Oil: The three 
after that, you ſhan't gather a drop; and whatſo- 
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ever he ſaid wou'd certainly come to paſs. That 
Science, ſaid Don Quixote, is call'd Aſtrology. I 
don't know what you call ir, anſwer'd Perer, but 
I know he knew all this, and a deal more. Bur, 
in ſhort, within ſome few Months after he had 
left the Verſity, on a certain Morning we faw him 
come dreſs'd for all the world like a Shepherd, 
2nd driving his Flock, having laid down the 
long Gown, which he us d to wear as a Scholar. 
At the ſame time one Ambroſe, a great Friend of 
his, who had been his Fellow-Scholar alſs, took 
vpon him to go like a Shepherd, and keep him 
Company, which we all did not a little marvel ar. 
J had almoſt forgot to tell you how he that's 
dead was a mighty Man for making of Verſes, in- 
ſomuch that he commonly made the Carols which 
we ſung on Chriſtmas. Eve; and the Plays which 
the young Lads in our Neighbourhood enacted 
on Corpus Chriſti day, and every one wou'd ſay, 
that no body cou'd mend 'em. Somewhat before 
that time Chryſoftome's Father died, and left him a 
deal of Wealth, both in Land, Money, Cattel, 
and other Goods, whereof the young Man re- 
main'd diſſolute Maſter; and in troth he deſerv'd 
it all, for he was as good natur'd a Soul as c'er 
trod on Shoe of Leather, mighty good to the 
Poor, a main Friend to all honeſt People, and had 
2 Face like a Bleſſing. Ar laſt it came to be 
known that the reaſon of his altering his Garb in 
that faſhion, was only that he might go up and 
down after that Shepherdeſs Marcella, whom our 
Comrade told you of before, for he was faln 
mightily in love with her. And now I tell 
you ſuch a thing you never heard the Lke in your 
born days, and mayn't chance to hear of ſuch a- 
nother while you breath, tho' you were to live as 
long as Sarnah. Say Sarah, cry'd Don Quixote, 
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who hated to hear him blunder thus. The Sarna, 5 
or the Scas, (for that's all one with us, quoth 

Peter) lives long enough too; and if you go on "y 
thus, and make me break off my Tale at every 10 
word, we an't like to have done this T welve. M 
month. Pardon me, Friend, reply'd Don Quixote; c 
I only ſpoke to make thee underſtand that there's 1 
a difference between Sarna and. Sara: However, - 
thou ſay ' ſt wel]; for the Sarna (that is, the Scab) 10 
lives longer then Sarah; therefore pray make an 5 
end of thy Story; for I will, not interrupt thee ; 
any more. Wel then, quoth Peter, you muſt _ 


. *r - 
know, good Maſter of mine, that there liv'd 50 
near us one 1/77;am, a Yeoman, who was richer *. 
vet than Cyryſaftome's Father, now he had no el 


Child in the varſal World, but a Daughter; her 
Mother dy'd in Child bed ef her (reſt her Soul) * 
and was as good a Woman as ever went upon 


—»— —¾ — 
1 * 


— I. — 


4 two Legs. Methinks, IT ſee her yet ſtanding a« on 
1 fore me, with that bleſs'd Face of hers, the Sun ge 
id on one fide, and the Moon on the t'other. She * 
* was a main Houſe-wife, and did a deal of good a- = 
1 mong the Poor; for which I dare fay ſhe is at 1 
Wl this minute in Paradiſe. Alas! her death broke * 
5 old IWiiiams heart, he ſoon went after her, poor his 
. Man, and left all to his little Daughter, that che 
f Marcella hy Name, giving charge of her to her Au 


- — — 2 


Uncle, the Parſon of our Pariſh. Well, the Girl oh 
grew ſuch a fine Child, and fo like her Mother, 


* * * © —*— 
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that it us'd to put us in mind of her every foot. Gr 
However, 'cwas thought ſhe'd make a finer Wo— * 
man yer, and ſo it happen'd indeed; for, by that 1 
time the was Fourteen or Fifteen years of Age, * 
no Man far his Eyes on her, that did not bleſs —_ 
Heaven for having made her ſo handſome ; fo * 
that moſt Men fell in Love with her; and were "ki 


ready to run mad for her. All this while her 
Uncle 
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Uncle kept her as charily as the Apple of his 
Eye, and as cloſe as an Uſurer's Gold. Yet the 
report of her great Beauty and Wealth ſpread far 
and near, inſomuch, that ſhe had I don't know 
how many Sweet-hearts, almoſt all the young 
Men in our Town ask'd her of her Uncle; nay, 
from I don't know how many Leagues about us, 
there lock'd whole Droves of Suiters, and the 
very beſt in the Country too, who all begg'd and 
ſu'd, and teaz'd her Uncle to ler them have her. 
But tho' he'd have been glad ro have got fairly 
rid of her, as ſoon as ſhe was fit for a Husband, 
yet wou'd not he adviſe or Marry her againſt her 
Will; for he's a good Man, I'll ſay that for him, 
ind a true Chriſtian every inch of him, and 
ſcorn'd to keep her from Marrying to make a be- 
nefit of her Eſtate; and, to his praiſe be it ſpoken, 
he has been mainly commended for't more than 
once, when the People of our Pariſh meet to- 
gether, Fer I muſt tell you, Sir Errant, that here 
in the Country, and in our little Towns, there's 
not the leaſt thing can be ſaid or done, but Peo- 
ple will talk on't; but let buſy Bodies prate as 
the pleaſe, my Life for yours, the Parſon muſt _ 
have been a good Body indeed, who could bring 

his Pariſh to give him a good Word, eſpecially in 
the Country. Thou'rt in the right, cry'd Don 
Quixote, and therefore go on, honeſt Peter, for 
the Story is pleaſant, and thou tell'ſt it with a 
Grace. May I never want God's Grace, quoth 
Peter, for that's moſt ro the purpoſe, Bur for 
cur Parſon, as I told you before, he was not for 
keeping his Niece from Marrying, and therefore 
he took care to let her know of all thoſe that 
wou'd have taken her to Wife, both what they 
were, and what they had, and he was at her, to 
have her pitch upon one of em for a Husband ; 
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vet wou'd ſhe never anſwer otherwiſe, but that 
ſhe had-no mind to Wed as yer, as finding her. 
elf too young for the burden of Wedlcck. With 
theſe and ſuch like come-cfs, the got her Uncle 
ro let her alone, and wait till ſhe thought fit to 
chuſe for herſelf. For he was won't to ſay, That 
Parents are not to beſtow their Children, where 
they bear no liking, and in that he ſpoke like an 
honeſt Man. And thus it happen'd, that when 
we leaſt dreamt of it, that coy Laſs, finding her- 
{elf at liberty, wou'd needs turn Shepherdeſs, and 
neither her Uncle, nor all thoſe of the Village 
who edvis'd her againſt it, cou'd work any thing 
upon her, but away ſhe went to the Fields to keep 
er own Sheep with the other young Laſſes of 
the Town. But then 'twas ten times worſe, for 
no ſooner was The ſeen abroad, when I can't tell 
how mo ſpruce Gallants, both Gentlemen and 
rich Farmers chang'd their Garb for love of her, 
and follow'd her vp and down in Shepherds guiſe. 


One of em, as I have told you, was this ſame 


Chery ſoſteme who now lies dead, of whom tis ſaid, 
he not only Jov'd, but worſhipp'd her. Howſo- 
ever, I wou'd not have you think or ſurmiſe, be- 
cauſe Marc-7z took that courſe of Life, and was 
s it were under no manner of keeping, that ſhe 


gzve the leaſt token of naughtineſs or light Be- 
haviour ; for ſhe ever was, and is ſtill ſo coy, and 


fo watchful to keep her Honour pure and free 
from evil Tongues, that among ſo many Wooers 
who ſuiter her, there's not one can make his 
brags cf having the leaſt hope of ever ſpeeding 
with her. For tho” ſhe does not ſhun the Com- 
pany of Shepherds, but uſes em courteouſly, fo 
tar as they behave themſelves handſomely; vet 
whenſbever any one of em does but offer to 


break his mind to her, be it never ſo well meant. 
and 
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and only in order ro Marry, ſhe caſts him away 
from her, as with a Sling, and will never have 
any more to ſay to him. 

And thus this fair Maiden does more harm in 
this Country, than the Plague wou'd do ; for her 
courteouſneſs and fair looks draw on every body 
to love her; but then her dogged, ſtubborn coy- 
neſs breaks their Hearts, and makes em ready to 
hang themſelves; and all they can do, . poor 
Wretches, is to make a heavy complaint, and call 
her cruel, unkind, ungrateful, and a world of 
ſuch Names, whereby they plainly ſhew what a 
fad condition they are in: Were you but to ſtay. 
here ſome time, you'd hear theſe Hills ring again, 
with the doleful moans of thoſe ſhe has deny'd, 
who yet can't for the blood of 'em give over 
ſneaking after her. We have a place not far off, 
where there are ſome two dozen of Beech-trees, 
and on em all y&u may find I don't know how 
many Marcella's cut in the ſmooth Bark. On 
ſome of em there's à Crown carv'd over the 
Name, as much as to fay that Marcella bears away 
the Crown, and deſerves the Garland of Beauty. 
Here ſighs one Shepherd, there another whines; 
here one is finging doletul Ditties, there another 
is wringing his Hands and making woful com- 
plaints. You fhall have one lay him dowa at 
Night at the foot of a Rock, or by ſome Oak, and 
there lye weeping and wailing without a wink of 
Sleep, and talking to himſelf till the Sun finds him 
the e the next Morning; you ſhall have another 
lye ſtretch d upon the hot ſandy ground, bteath- 
ing his ſad lamentations to Heaven, without 
needing the ſultry heat of the Summer. Sun. And- 
l this while the hard- hearted Marca nt er 
minds any one of em, and does not ſeem to be 
the leaſt concern d for em. We are all might:iy. 
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at a loſs to know what will be the end of all tlris 
Pride and Coynefs, who ſhall be the happy Man 
that ſhall at laſt tame her, and bring her to his 
Lure. Now becauſe there's nothing more cer- 
tain than all this, Jam the more apt to give Cre- 
dit to what our Comrade has told us, as to the oc- 
caſion of Chryſcftom's Death; and therefore [ 
wou'd needs have you go and ſee him laid in's 
Grave to Morrow; which I believe will be worth 
vour while, for he had many Friends, and tis 
not half a League to the place where 'twas his 
Will to be bury'd. I intend to be there, anſwer'd 
Don Quixote, and in the mean time I return thee 
many thanks for the extrarordinary ſatisfaction 
this Story has afforded me: Alas! Sir Knight, 
reply'd the Goat-herd, I have not told you half 
the miſchiefs this proud Creature has done here, 
but to Morrow may-hap we ſhall meet ſome Shep- 
herd by the way that will be able to tell you 
more. Mean while it won't be amifs for you to 
take your reſt in one of the Hut's; for the open 
Air is not goed for your Wound, tho' what I've 
put to it is ſo ſpecial a Med'cine that there's not 
much need to fear bur "twill do well enough. 
Sancho, who was quite out of patience with the 
Goat-herd's long Story, ſecondcd him in his good 
advice to his Maſter, and at laſt prevail'd with 
him to lye down in Peter's Hut, where Don 2«ix- 
te, in Imitation of Marcella's Lovers, devoted the 
remainder. of the Night to amorous Expoſtula- 
tions with his Dear Dulcines, As for Sancho, he 
laid himſelf down between Rozinante and his Aſs, 
and ſlept it out; not like a diſconſolate Lover, 
but like a Man that had been ſoundly kick'd and 
pruis'd in the Morning. | 
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HAP. . 
A Centinuation of the Story of Marcella. 


Carce had the riſing Day began to Dawn in 
the Eaſtern Quarters of the Sky, when five 
of the Goat-herds got up, and having wak'd Don 
Quixote, ask'd him if he held his Reſolution of 
going to the Funeral, whither they were ready to 
bear him Company. Thereupon the Knight, who 
deſird nothing more, Preſently aroſe, and order'd 
Sancho to get Roxinante and the Aſs ready immedi- 
ately; which. he did with all expedition, and 
then they ſer for warde, They had not yet gone 
a quarter of a League before they ſaw advancing 
towards them, out of a croſs path, fix Shep= 
herds clad: in black Skins, their Heads Crown'd 
with Garlands of Cypreſs and bitter Coaft-marry, 
with long Holly-Staves in their Hands. Two 
Gentlemen on Horſe.back, attended by three 
Ladies on foot, came immediately after 'em : 
As they drew. near, they ſaluted one another Ci- 
vily, and after the uſual Queſtion, which way. 
d'ye Travel ? they found they were all going the 

ſame way to ſee the Funeral, and ſo they all 
joyn'd Company. I fancy, Senior Yiwvalde, ſaid: 
one of the Gentlemen, addreſſing himſelf to the 
other, we ſhall not think our time miſ- ſpent in 
going to ſee this famous Funeral; for it muſt of 
neceſlity be very extraordinary, according to the. 
account which theſe Men have given us of the 
dead Shepherd. and. his Miſtreſs. I. am fo far of 
your 
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your Opinion, anſwer'd Vivaldo, that I wou'd' 


not only ſtay one Day, but a whole Week rather 
than mils the Sight. This gave Don Quixote oc- 
caſion to ask em what they had heard concern- 


ing Chryſoſtome and Marcella? One of the Gentle- 


men made Anſwer, That having met that Morn- 
ing with thoſe Shepherds, they could not for- 


bear enquiring of 'em, why they wore ſuch a 
Mournful Diets > Whereupon one of em ac— 


quainted em with the fad Occaſion, by relating 
the Story of a certain Shepherdeſs, nam'd Mar- 
cella, no leſs Lovely than Cruel, whoſe Coyneſs 
and Diſdain has made a World of Unfortunate 
Lovers, and caus'd the Death of that Chryſeſteme, 
to whoſe Funeral they were going. In ſhort, he 
repeated to Don Quixote all that Peter had told him 
the Night before. After this, Yiva/do ask'd the 
Knight — he Travell'd ſo compleately Arm'd in 
fo Peaceable a Country? My Profeſſion, anſw'r d 
the Champion, does not permit me to Ride other- 


wiſe. Luxurious Feaſts, Sumptuous Dreſſes, and 


Downy Eaſe were invented for Effeminate Cour- 


tiers; but Labour, Vigilance and Arms, are the 


Portion of thoſe whom the World calls Knights- 
Errant, of which Number I have the Honour 
to be One, though the moſt Unworthy, and the 
Meaneſt of the Fraternity. He needed to ſay no 
more to ſatisfy em his Brains were out of Order; 
however, that they might the better underſtand 
the nature of his Folly, Yivaldo ask'd him, what 
he meant by a Knight-Errant ? Have you not 
Read then, cry'd Don Nuixete, the Annals and 
Hiſtory of Britain, where are Recorded the ſa- 
mous Deeds of King Arthur, who, according to 
an ancient Tradition in that Kingdom, never 
Dy'd, but was turn'd into a Crow by Inchant- 
ment, and ſhall one Day reſume his former __ 
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and Recover his Kingdom again? For which Rea- 
ſon ſince that Time, the People of Great Britain 
dare not offer to kill a Crow. In this good King's 
Time, the moſt noble Order of the Knights of the 
round Table was firſt Inſtituted, and then.alfo the 
Amour between Sir Lancelot du Lake, and Queen 
Guinever were really Tranſacted, as that Hiſtory 
relates; they being manag'd and carry'd. on by the- 
Mediation. of that honourable Matron the Lady 
Quint ani ana. Which produc'd that excellent Hiſ- 
tory in Verſe ſo ſung and Celebrated here in Spain. 


There never was on Earth a Knight 
Sa waited on by Ladies fair, 

As once was he Sir Lancelot hight, 
When firſt he left bis Country dear. 


And the reſt, which gives fo delightful an Ac» 
count both of his Loves and Feats of Arms. 
From that time the Order of Knight-Errantry. 
begun by degrees to dilate and extend it ſelf in- 
to moſt Parts of the World. Then did the great 
Amadis ds Gaul Signalize himſelf by Heroick Ex- 
ploits, and fo did his Off- ſpring to the fifth Gen- 
neration. The Valorous Felixmart of Hyrcanis- 
then got Immortal Fame, and that undaunted 
Knight Tirante the White, who never cen be Ap- 
plauded to his Worth. Nay, had we but liv'd a 
little ſooner, we might have been Bleſs'd with 
the Converſation of that Invinciable Knight of 
our Modern Times, the Valorous Don Be#iani of 
Greece, And this, Gentlemen, is that Order of 
Chivalry, which, unworthy as I am, I profeſs, 
with a due obſervance of the Laws which thoſe 
brave Knights obſerv'd before me; and for that 
Reaſon I chuſe to wander through theſe Solitary 
Deſarts, ſeeking Adventures; fully refoly'd to 5 
0 | | pole 
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poſe my Perſon to the moſt formidable Dangers 
which Fortune can obtrude on me, that by the 
ſtrength of Ny Arm I may relieve the Weak and 
the Diſtreſſed. 

After all this tuff, you may be ſure the Tra. 
vellers were ſufticiently convinc'd of Don Q«: xs 
frenzy. Nor were they leſs ſurpriz'd than 
were all thoſe who had hitherto diſcover'd ſo 
unaccountable a Diſtraction in one who ſeem'd 
2 Rational Creature. However, Vivalde, who was 
ofa gay Diſpoſition, and had no ſooner made the 
Diſcovery, but he reſolv'd to make the beſt ad- 
vantage of it, that the ſhortneſs of the Way wau'd 
allow him. 

Therefore, to give him further occaſion ta di. 
vert em with his Whimſies, methinks, Sir Knight- 
Errant, ſaid he to him, you have taken up one of 
the ſtrigeſt and moſt mortifying Profeſſions in 
the World. I don't think but that a Carta 
Frier has a better time on't than. you have. Per- 


haps, anſwer'd Don Quixete, the Profeſſion of a 


Carthuſian may be as Auſtere, but I ſomewhat 


doubt, whether it may be as Beneficial to the 
World as ours. For, if we muſt ſpeak the Truth, 
the Soldiers who puts his Captain's Command in 
Execution, may be ſaid to do as much at leaſt as 
the Captain who commanded him, The Appli- 
cation is eaſie: For while thoſe Religious Men 
have nothing to do, but with all Quietneſs and 
Security to ſay their Prayers for the Proſperity of 
the World, We. Knights, like Soldiers, effect 
what they do but demand, and procurethoſe Be- 
nefits.to Mankind, by the ſtrength of our Arms, 
and at the hazard of our Lives, for which they 
only Intercecd. Nor do we do this ſhelter'd from 
the Injuries of the Air, but under no other Roof 
but ther of the wide Heavens, expos'd to Sure 
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mei 's ſcorching Heat, and Winter's pinching Cold. 
do that we may juſtly ſtyle our ſelves the Mini- 
ſters of Heaven, and the Inſtruments of its Juſtice 
upon Eaith; and as the Buſineſs of the War is 
not to be compaſs'd without vaſt Toil and La- 
bour, ſo the Religious Soldier muſt undoubtedly 
be preferr'd before the Religious Monk, who liv- 
ing ſtill quiet and at eaſe, has nothing ro do but 
to Pray for the Afflicted and Diſtreſſed. How- 
ever, Gentlemen, do not imagine I wou'd In- 
ſinuate as if the Profeſſion of a Knight-Errant 
were a ſtare of Perfection equal to that of a holy 
Recluſe : I wou'd only infer from what I've ſaid, 
and what I my ſelf indure, that Qurs without 
Queſtion is more Laborious, more ſubje& to the 
Diſcipline of heavy Blows, to Maceration, to the 
Penance of Hunger and Thirſt, and in a Word, to 
Rags, to Want and Miſery. For if you find that 
ſome Knights-Errant have at laſt by their Valour 
been rais'd to Thrones and Empires, you ma 

be ſure it has been {till at the Expence of muc 

Sweat and Blood. And had even thoſe happier 
Knights been depriv'd of thoſe aſſiſting Sages and 
Inchanters, who help'd em in all Emergencies, 
they wou'd have been ſtrangely diſappointed of 
their mighty ExpeQations. I am of the fame 
Opinion, reply'd Y:iva/do. But one thing among 
many other, which I can by no means approve 
in your Profeſſion, is, that when you are juſt 
going to Engage in ſome very hazardous Adven- 
ture, where your Lives are evidently to be much 
endanger'd, you never take care to Implore the 
Aſſiſtance of Heaven, as every good Chriſtian 
ought to do on ſuch Occaſions, but only recom- 
mend your ſelves to your Miſtreſſes, and that 
with as great Zeal and Devotion as if you Wor- 
thipp'd no other Deity ; a thing, which in my 
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Opinion, ſtrongly reliſhes of Paganiſm. Sir, re- 
ply'd Don Quixote, there's no altering that Me. 
thod ; for ſhou'd a Knight-Errant do otherwiſe, 
he wou'd toe much deviate from the Ancient 
and Eſtabliſn'd Cuſtoms. of Knighr-Errantry ; 
which inviolably oblige him juſt in the Moment 
when he is ruſhing on, and giving birth to ſome 
dubious Atchievement, to have his Miſtreſs (til! 
before his Eyes, ftill preſent to his Mind, by a 
firong and lively Imagination, and with ſofr, A. 
morous and energetick Looks imploring her Fa- 
vour and Protection in that perilous Circum- 
ſtance. Nay, if no body can over-hear him, he's 
oblig'd to whiſper, or ſpeak between his Teeth 
ſome ſhort Ejaculations, to recommend himſelf 
with all the fervency imaginable to the Lady of 
his Wiſhes, and of this we have innumerable Ex- 
amples in Hiſtory, Nor are you for all this to 
imagine that Knights-Errant omit Recommend. 
ing themſelves to Heaven; for they have leiſure 
enough to do it, even in the midſt. of the Com- 
bate. | 

Sir, reply'd Pivaldo, you muſt give me leave 
to tell you, Tam not yet througly ſatisfy d in this 

Point. For I have often obſervd in my Reading, 
that two Knights-Errant, having firſt talk'd a lit- 

tle rogether, have fallen out preſently, and been 

ſo highly provok'd, that, having turn'd their Horſ- 

es heads to gain room for the Career, they have 


Wheel'd about, and then with all Speed run full 


Tilt at one-another, haſtily recommending them- 
ſelves to their Miſtreffes in the midft of their ca- 


reer; and the next thing has commonly been, 
that one of 'em has been thrown ro the Ground 


over the Crupper of his Horſe, fairly whipp'd 
thro' and thro' with his Enemy's Lance; and the 
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keep himſelf from falling. Now I can't appre- 
hend how the Knight that was flain had any time 
to recommend himſef to Heaven, when his Buſi- 
neſs was done ſo ſuddenly. Methinks thoſe haſty 
Invocations which in his Career were directed to 
his Miſtreſs, ſhou'd have been addreſs'd to Hea- 
ven, as every good Chriſtian wou'd have done. 
Beſides, I fancy every Knight-Errant has not a 
Miſtreſs to Invoke, nor is every one of 'em in 
Love. Your Conjecture is wrong, reply'd Don 
Quix:te ; a Knight-Errant cannot be without a Mi- 
ſtreſs, 't is not more eſſential for the Skies to have 
Stars, than 'tis to us to be in Love. Inſomuch, 
that I dare affirmy that no Hiſtory ever made men- 
tion of any Knight-Errant, that was not a Lover, 
for were any Knight free from the impulſes of 
that generous Paſſion, he wou'd not be allow'd: 
to be a lawful Knight; but a Miſ-born Intruder, 
and one who was not admitted within the Pale of 
Knighthood at the Door, but leap'd the Fence, 
and ftole in like a Robber and a Thief. Vet, Sir, 
reply d the other, m much miſtaken, or I have 
Read that Don Galaor, the Brother of Amadu, ne- 
ver had any certain Miſtreſs to recommend him- 
ſelf ro, and yer for all that, he was not the leſs 
| eſteem'd. One Swallow never makes a Summer, 
| anſwer'd Don Quixote. Beſides, I know, that 
| Knight was privately very much in Love; and as 
for his making his Addreſſes, where-ever he met 
with Beauty, this was an effect of his natural In- 
clination, which he cou'd not eaſily reſtrain. But 
| after all, "tis an undeniable Truth, that he had 
2 Favourite-Lady, whom he had Crown'd Em- 
| preſs of his Will; and to her he frequently re- 
* commended himſelf in private, for he did not a 
| little value himſelf upon his Diſcretion and Se- 
; crecy in Love. Then, Sir, faid Vivaldo, ſince y 4 
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ſo much the being of Knight-Errantry to be in 
Love, I preſume, you, who are of that Profeſſi. 
on, cannot be without a Miſtreſs. And there. 
fore, if you do not ſet up for Secrecy as much as 
Don Galaor did, give me leave to beg of you in 
the name of all the Company, that you will be 
pleas'd ſo far to oblige us, as to let us know the 
Name and Quality of your Miſtreſs, the Place of 
her Birth, and the Charms of her Perſon. For 
without doubt, the Lady cannot but eſteem her 
felf happy in being known to all the World to 
be the Object of the Wiſhes of a Knight ſo Ac. 
compliſh'd as your ſelf. With that Don Quixote 
breathing out a deep Sigh, I cannnot tell, ſaid he, 
whether this lovely Enemy of my Repoſe, is the 
leaſt affected with the World's being inform'd of 
her Power over my Heart; all I dare fay, in 
compliance with your Requeſt is, that her Name 
is Dulcinea, her Country La Mancha, and Toboſo the 
happy Place which ſhe honours with her Reſi- 
dence. As for her Quality, it cannot be leſs than 
Princeſs, ſeeing ſhe is my Miſtreſs and my Queen. 
Her Beauty tranſcends all the united Charms of 
her whole Sex; even thoſe Chimerical Perfe&i- 
ons which the hyperbolical imaginations of Poets 
in Love have aſſign'd to their Miſtreſſes, ceaſe to 
be incredible Deſcriptions when apply'd to her, in 
whom all thoſe Miraculous Endowments are moſt 
Divinely centred. The curling Locks of her 
bright flowing Hair are pureſt Gold; her ſmooth 
Forehead the Elyſian Plain; her Brows are two 
Celeſtial Bows; her Eyes two glorious Suns; her 
Cheeks two Beds of Roſes ; her Lips are Coral; 
er Teeth are Pearl; her Neck is Alabaſter; her 
RP Marble; her Hands Ivory ; and Snow 
wou'd loſe its whiteneſs near her Boſom. Then 
for the Parts which Modeſty: has Veild, my ima- 
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gination, not to wrong em, chuſes to loſe it ſelf 
in ſilent Admiration ; for Nature boaſts nothing 
that may give an Idea of their incomparable 
Worth. Pray Sir, cry'd Vivaldo, oblige us with 
an Account of her Parentage, and the Place of 
her Birth, to compleat the Deſcription ; Sir, re- 
ply'd Don Quixote, ſhe is not deſcended from the 
antient Curtius s, Caius's, nor Scipio's of Rome, nor 
from the more modern Colonna's, nor Urſini's, 
nor from the Moncada's, ana Requeſens's of Ca- 
talonia; nor from the Rebila's, and Yillanova's. 
of Valencia; nor from the Palafoxes, Nucas, Ro- 
caberti's, Coreilas, Lunas, Alagones, Urreas, Foz2's, or 
Gurrea's of Arragon ; nor from the Cerda's, Maur. 
quez, Mendoca's, and Guſmans of Caſtile ; nor from 
the 232 Pallas, and Menezes of Portugal; 
but ſhe derives her great Original from the Fa- 
mily of Tobeſo in La Mancha, a Race, which tho? 
it be modern, is ſufficient to give a noble Begin- 
ning to the moſt illuſtrious Progenies of ſucceed- 
ing Ages. And let no Man preſume to contra- 
dict me in this, unleſs it be upon theſe Conditi- 
ons, which Zerbin fix'd at the Foot of Orlande's 
Armour, | 


Let none but he theſe Arms diſplace, 
Who dares Orlando“ Fury face, 


draw my Pedigree from the Cachopines of La- 
redo, reply'd Vivaldo, yet I dare not make any 
Compariſons with the Toboſo's of La Mancha; tho, 
to deal fincerely with you, 'tis a Family I ne- 
ver heard of till this Moment. Tis ſtrange, 
ſaid Don Quixote, you ſhou'd never have heard of 

it before. 
All the reſt of the Company gave great Atten- 
tion to this Diſcourſe ; and even the very _—_ 
erds 
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herds were now fully convinc'd that Don 2uixote's 
Brains were turn'd ropſy turvy. But Sancho Panca 
believ'd every Word that dropped from his Ma. 
ſter's Mouth to be Truth, as having known him 
from his Cradle to be a Man of Sincerity. Vet 
that which ſomewhat ſtagger' d his Faith, was this 
Story of Dulcinea of Toboſo ; for he was ſure he had 
never heard before of any ſuch Princeſs, nor even 
of the Name, tho' he liv'd hard by T:bo/o. 

As they went on thus diſcourfing, they ſaw, 
upon the hollow Road between the neighbour. 
ing Mountains, about twenty Shepherds more, all 
aecouter'd in black Skins with Garlands on 
their Heads, which, as they afterwards perceiv'd, 
were all of Ewe and Cypreſs; ſix of em carry'd a 
Bier cover'd with ſeveral forts of Boughs and 
Flowers: Which one of the Goat-herds eſpy- 
mg, Thoſe are they, cry'd he, that are carrying 
poor Chyſoſtome to his Grave; and tas in yon» 

er Bottom that he gave charge they ſhould bu- 
his Corpſe. This made em all double their 
ace, that they might get thither in Time ; and 


ſo. they arriv'd. juſt as the Bearers had ſer down 


the Bier upon the Ground, and four of them had 
begun to open the Ground with their Spades, 
Juſt at the Foot of a Rock. They all ſaluted each 
ether courteouſly, and condol'd their mutual 
Loſs; and then Don Q«/xote, with thoſe who came 
with him, went to view the Bier; where they 
faw the dead Body of a young Man in Shepherds 
Weeds all ſtrew'd over with Flowers. The De- 
ceaſed ſeemed to be about thirty Years Old ; and 
dead as he was 'twas eaſily perceiv'd that both his 
Face and Shape were extraordinary handſome. 
Within the Bier were ſome few Books and ſeveral 
Papers, ſome open, and the reſt folded up. This 
doleful Object ſo ſtrangely fill'd all the Company 
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with Sadneſs, that not only the Beholders, but 
2]ſo the Grave-makers and all the mourning 
Shepherds remain'd a long time filent ; till ar 
laſt one of the Bearers addteſſing himſelf to one 
of the reſt; Look, Ambroſe, cry'd he, whether 
vis be the Place which Chry/oftome meant, fince 
you muſt needs have his Will ſo punQually per- 
formed? This is the very Place, anſwer'd the o- 
ther: There it was that my unhappy Friend ma- 
ny times told me the ſad Story of his cruel For- 
tune ; there it was that he firſt ſaw that mortal 
Enemy of Mankind ; there it was that he made 
the firſt Diſcovery of his Paſſion, no leſs inno- 
cent than violent; there it was that the relent- 
leſs Marceila laſt deny'd, ſhunn'd him, and drove 
him to that Extremity of Sorrow and Deſpair 
that haſten'd the ſad Cataſtrophe of his tragical 
and miſerable Life ; and there it was, that, in 
Token of ſo many Misfortunes, he deſir'd to be 
committed to the Bowels of eternal Oblivion. 
Then addrefling himſelf ro Don Quixote and the 
reſt of the Travellers, This Body, Gentlemen, 
{aid he, which here you now behold, was once en- 
liven'd by a Soul which Heaven had enrich'd 
with the greateſt Part of its moſt wealthy Graces, 
This is the Body of that Chryſeſtome who was un- 
rivall'd in Wit, matchleſs in Courteouſneſs, in- 
comparable in Gracefulneſs, a Phoenix in Friend- 
ſhip, generous and magnificent without Often- 
tation, ptudent and grave without Pride, modeſt 
without AﬀeCation, pleaſing and complaiſant 
without Meanneſs: In a Word, the firſt in every 
eſteemable Qualification, and ſecond to none in 
Misfortune : He lov'd well, and was hated ; he 
ador'd, and was diſdain d; he begg'd Pity ot 
Cruelty itſelf ; he Grove ro move obdurate Mar- 
ble; purſu'd the Wind; made his Moans to ſoli- 
tar 
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tary Deſarts ; was conſtant to Ingratitude ; and 
for the Recompence of his Fidelity became 4a 
Prey to Death in the Flower of his Age, thro 
the Barbarity of a Shepherdeſs, whom he ſtrove 
to immortalize by his Verſe; as theſe Papers 
which are here depoſited might teſtify, had he 
not commanded me to ſacrifice em to the Flames, 
at the ſame time that his Body was committed to 
the Earth, 

Shou'd you do fo, cry'd Vado, you wou'd ap- 

ear more cruel to em than their exaſperated un. 
; $42» Parent. Confider, Sir, "tis not conſiſtent 
with Diſcretion, nor even with Juſtice, ſo nicely 
to perform the Requeſt of the Dead, when tis 


repugnant with Reaſon. Auguſius Cæſar himſelf 


wou'd have forfeited his Title to Wiſdom, had 
he permitted that to have been effected which th: 
divine Virgil had order'd by his Will. There- 
fore, Sir, now that you reſign your Friend's Body 
ro the Grave, do not hurry thus the noble and 
only Remains of that dear unhappy Man to 
worſe Fate, the Death of Oblivion. What, t+0' 
he has doom'd 'em to periſh, in the Height of his 
Reſentment, you ought not indiſcreetly to be 
their Executioner: But rather reprieve and re- 
deem em from eternal Silence; that they may 
live, and, fying thro' the World, tranſmit to al! 
Ages the diſmal Story» of your Friend's Virtue 
and Marce!s's Ingratitude ; as a warning to others 
that they may avoid ſuch tempring Snares and 
inchanting DeftruRtions. Therefore, in the Name 


of all the Company, like me, deeply affe cted with 
a Senſe of Chryſosfeme's extraordinary Merit, and 
his unhappy Fate, and deſirous to prevent ſuch 
deplorable Diſaſters for the furure, I beg that 
you will permit me to ſave ſome of theſe Papers, 


whatever you zeſolve to do with the reſt. Ag 
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ſo, without expecting an Anſwer, he ſtretch'd our 
his Arm, and took out thoſe Papers which lay 
next to his Hand. Well Sir, faid Ambroſe, you 
have found a Way to make me ſubmit, and you 
may keep thoſe Papers; bur for the reſt nothing 
{hall make me alter my Reſolution of burning 
'em. Yivalao ſaid no more; but being impatient 
to ſee what thoſe Papers were, which he had re- 
ſcued from the Flames, he open'd one of em im- 
mediately and read the Title of it, which was 
Tie acſpairing Lover, That, ſaid Ambroſe, was the 
laſt Piece my dear Friend ever wrote; and there- 
fore, that you may all hear to what a ſad Condi- 
tion his unhappy Paſſion had reduc'd him, read it 
aloud, I beſtech you Sir, while the Grave is 
making. With all my Heart, reply'd Vvalde: 
And ſo the Company, having the ſame Deſire, 
preſently gather'd round about him, and he read 


the following Lines. 
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C HA. VI. ] 


[ 
The unfortunatè Shepherd's Verſes, and the E 
| unexpected Matters. 7 
The deſpairing Lover. 1 
N 

Elentleſs Tyrant of my Heart, 
Attend. and hear thy Slave impart 7 


The matchleſs Story of his Pain. * 
In vaiu I labour to conceal 
"What my extorted Groans reveal ; 


Who can be rack'd, and not complain ? Bu 
| | My 
But oh ! who duely can expreſs SG, 4 
Thy Cruelty, and my Diſtreſs ? Thiy 
No humane Art, no humane Tongue; Wit 
Then Fiends aſſiſt, and Rage infuſe ! / 
A raving Fury le my Muſe, 
And Hell inſpire the diſmal Song! 1 
„* on; Sana. 1 mM 
oli, Ravens, Terrours of the Night, . © © 1 
Wolves, Monſters, Fi ends, with dire affright, J ar 
Jon your aread Accents to my Moan ! But. 
Joyn, howling Winds, your ſullen Noiſe ; * 
Thou, erumbling Thunder, jeyn thy Voice; 
Mad Seat, your Roar ; and Hell thy Groans; 2 
ear 
"The" fy I mourn in dreary Carver, Co 
To deſart Ricks and filent Graves, 


My loud Cemplaints ſball wander far; V 
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Born by the Winds they ſhall ſurwive, 
By pitying Ecchaes kept alive, 
And fill the World with my Deſpair. 


Love's deadly Cure is fierce Diſdain, 
Diſtracting Fear 4 dreadful Pain, 
And Jealouſy à matchleſs Moe; 
Abſence is Death@yet while it kills, 
live with all theſe mortal Ils, 
Scorn d, jealous, loath'd, and abſent too; 


No Dawn of Hope &er chear'd my Heart, 
No pitying Ray e er ſooth'd my Smart, 
Al, all the Sweets of Life are gone; 
Then come Deſpair and frantick Rage, 
With inſtant Fate my Pain aſſwage, 
And end a thouſand Deaths by one. 


But ew'n in Death let Love be crown d, 
My fair Deſtrudtion guiltleſs found, 

And I be thought with Juſtice ſcorn'd : 
This let me fall, unlov'd, wunbleſ?, 
With all my Lead of Woes oppreſs'd, 

And even too wretched to be mourn'd, 


0" theu, by whoſe deſtruct ive Hate, 
I'm hurried to this doleful Fate 
When I'm no more thy Pity ſpare! 
1 dread thy Tears; oh ſpare em then 
Bat oh I rave, I was too vain, 
My Death can never coſt à Tear. 


Tormented Souls, on you I call, 
Hear one more wretched than you at; 
Come, how! as in redoubled Flames. 


Vol. I, G 


121 


Atecna 


4 


122 The Life and Aichievements 


Attend me to th'eternal Night, 
No other Dirge, or Fun ral Rite, 
A poor deſpairing Lover claims, 


And thou my Song, ſad Child of Moe, 
ßen Life is gone, and I'm below, 
For thy loft Parent ceaſe to grieve. 
With Life and thee my Woes increaſe, 
And ſbou'd they not by dying ceaſe. 
Hell has no Pains like theſe I leave. 


Theſe Verſes were-well approv'd by all the Com- 
pany; only Vivaldo obſerv'd, that the Jealouſies 
and Fears of which the Shephard complain'd, did 
not very, well agree with what he had heard of 
Marcels's unſpotted Modeſty and Reſervedneſs. 
- Bur Ambroſe, who had been always privy to the 
moſt ſecret Thoughts of his Friend, inform'd him 
that the unhappy Chryſoſtome wrote thoſe Verſes 
when he had tora himſelf from his ador'd Mi- 
. Nreſs, to try whether Abſence, the common Cure 
of Love, would relieve him, and mitigate his 
Pain. And as every thing diſturbs an abſent Lov- 
er, and nothing is more uſual than for him to 
torment himſelf with a thouſand Chimera's of 
his own Brain, ſo. did Chryſoftome perplex himſelf 
with Jealoufies and Suſpicions, which had no 
Ground but in his diſtracted Imagination; and 
therefore whatever he ſaid in thoſe uneaſy Cir- 
cumſtances, cou'd never affect, or in the leaſt pre- 
judice Marcella's virtuous Character, upon whom, 
ſetting aſide her Cruelty, and her diſdainful 
Haughtineſs, Envy it ſelf could never fix the leaſt 
Reproach. Vivalde being thus convinc'd, they 
were going to read another Paper; when they 
were unexpectedly prevented by a kind of 


Apparition that offer'd it ſelf to their View. 
| 'T was 
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*Twas Marcella her ſelf, who appear'd at the Top 
of the Rock, at the Foot of which they were dig- 
ging the Grave; but ſo beautiful, that Fame 
ſeemꝰd rather to have leflen'd than to have magni- 
£y'd her Charms: Thoſe who had never ſeen her 
before, gaz'd on her with ſilent Wonder and De- 
light ; nay, thoſe who us'd to ſee her every Day 
ſcem'd no leſs loſt in Admiration than the reſt, 
But ſcarce had Ambroſe ſpy'd her, when, with An- 
ger and Indignation in his Heart, he cry'd our, 
What mak'ſt thou there, thou fierce, thou cruel 
Baſilisk of theſe Mountains ? Com'ſt thou to ſee 


whether the Wounds of this murder'd Wretch 
will bleed afreſh at thy Preſence ? or com'ſt thou 


thus mounted aloft, to glory in the fatal Effects 


of thy native Inhumanity, like another Nero at 


the Sight of flaming Rome? or is it to trample 
this unfortunate Corps, as Iarquin's ungrateful 
Daughter did her Father's: Tell us quickly 
why thou com'ſt, and what thou yet defireſt ? 
for ſince I know that Chry/oſtome's whole Study 


was to ſerve and pleaſe thee while he liv'd, Im 


willing to diſpoſe all his Friends to pay thee the 
like Obedience now-he's dead. I come not here 
to any of thoſe ungrateful Ends Anbreſe, reply d 
Marcella; but only to clear my Innocence, and 
new the Injuſtice of all thoſe who lay their 
Misfortuges and C bryſoftome's Death to my Charge: 
Therefore I entreat you all who are here at this 
Time to hear me a little, for I ſhall not need ro 
ule many Words to convince People of Senſe of 
an evident Truth, Heav'n, you're pleas'd to ſay, 
has made me beautiful, and that to ſuch a De- 
gree, that you are forc'd, nay as it were com- 
pell'd to love me, in ſpight of your Endeavours to 
the contrary; and for the Sake of that Love, you 
lay I ought to love you again. Now, tho' I am 
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ſenſible that whatever is beautiful is lovely, 1 
cannot conceive that what is lov'd for being 
handſome, ſhou'd be bound to love that by whien 
"ris lov d, meerly becauſe tis lov'd. He that loves 
a beautiful Object may happen to be ugly; and as 
what is ugly deſerves not to be lov'd, it would be 
ridiculous to ſay, I love you becauſe you are 
handſome, and therefore you muſt love me again 
tho' I am ugly. But __ ewo Perſons of dif. 
ferent Sexes are equally handſome, it does not fol. 
low that their Defires ſhould be alike and reci- 
procal ; for all Beauties do not kindle Love; 
ſame only recreate the Sight, and never reach nor 
captivate the Heart. Alaſs! ſhould whatever is 
beautiful beget Love and inflave the Mind, Man- 
kirid's Deſites would ever run confus'd and wan- 


dering, without being able to fix their deter- 


; 


- minate Choice: For as there is an infinite Number 


of beautiful Objects, the Deſires would conſe- 
quently be alſo infinite; whereas, on the con- 
trary, I have heard that true Love is ſtill confin'd 


to one, and voluntary and unforc'd. This being 


granted, why would you have me force my In- 
clinations for no other Reaſon but that you fay 


you love me? Tell me, I beſeech you, had Hea- 


ven form'd me as ugly as it-has made-me beauti- 


- ful, could I juſtly complain of you for not loving 


me? Pray conſider alſo, that I do not poſſeſs 


. thoſe Charms by choice; ſuch as they are, they 


were freely beſtow'd on me by Heaven: And as 


the Viper is not to be blam'd for the Poiſon with 


and wounds thoſe who approach too near it. Ho- 


which ſhe kills, ſeeing 'twas eſſign'd her by Na- 
ture; ſo JI ought not to be cenſur'd for that Beau- 
ty which I derive from the ſame Cauſe : For 
Beauty in a virtuous Woman is but like a diftant 
Flame, or a ſharp-edg d Sword, and only burns 


out 


2 
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nour-and Virtue are the Ocnaments of the Soul, 
and that Body that's deſtitute of 'em cannot be 
eſteem'd beautiful, tho' it be naturally ſo. If 
then Honour be one of thoſe Endowments which 
moſt adorn the Body, why ſhould the that's be- 
lov'd for her Beauty expoſe her ſelf to the Loſs 
of it, meerly to gratify the looſe Deſires of one 
who for his own ſelfiſh Ends uſes all the Means 
imaginable to make her looſe it? T was born free, 
and that I might continue ſo I retir'd to theſe 
ſolitary Hills and Plains, where Trees are my 
Companions, and clear Fountains my Looking- 
glaſſ's, Thoſe whom I have attracted with my 
Sight I have undeceiv'd with my Words; and if 
Hope be the Food of Deſire, I never gave any En- 
couragement to Chryſoſtome, nor to any other; it 
may well be ſaid 'twas rather his own Obſtinacy 
than my Cruelty that ſhorten'd his Life. If you 
tell me that his Intentions were honeſt, and 


therefore ought to have been comply'd with; 1 


anſwer, that when, at the very Place where his 


Grave is making, he diſcover'd his Paſſion, I told 


him I was reſolvd to live and die ſingle, and 


that the Earth alone ſhould reap the Spoils of my 


Reſerv'dneſs and Beauty; and if, after all the Ad- 


monitions I gave him, he would perſiſt in his ob- 


ſtinate Purſuit, and ſail againſt the Wind, what 
Wonder is't he ſhould periſh in the Waves of his 
Indiſcretion ? Had I ever encourag'd him, or a- 
mus'd him with ambiguous Words, then I had 
been falſe; and had I gratify'd his Wiſhes, I had 
ated contrary to my better Reſolves: He perſiſt- 
ed, tho' I had given him a due Caution, and he 
deſpair'd e'er he was hated. Now I leave you to 
judge whether I ought to be blam'd for his Suf- 


ferings? If I have deceiv'd any one, let him 


complain; if I have broke my Promiſe to any 
| G 3 one, 
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one, let him deſpair ; if I encourage any. one, 
let him preſume ; if I entertain any one, let him 
boaſt: But let no Man call me cruel nor Mur— 


derer, till J either deceive, break my Promiſe, 


encourage, or entertain him. Heaven. has nor 
yet been pleas'd to ſhew whether tis its Will I 
ſhould love by Deſtiny ; and 'tis vain to think I 
will ever do it by Choice. So let this general 
Caution ſerve every one of thoſe who make their 
Addrefles to me for private Ends. And if any 


one hereafter dies on my Account, let not their 


Jealouſy, nor my Scorn or Hate, be thought the 
Cauſe of their Death; for ſhe who never pretend- 
ed to love, cannot make any one jealous, and a 
free and generous Declaration of our fix'd Reſo- 
lation, ought not to be accounted Hate or Diſ- 
dain, In ſhort; let him that calls me a Tigreſs 
and a Baſilisk, avoid me as a dangerous: thing; 
and let him that calls me ungrateful, give over 
ſerving me; Laſſure em I will never ſeek nor 
purſue em Therefore let none hereafrer make 
ir their Buſineſs to diſturb my Eaſe, nor ſtrive to 
make me hazard among Men the Peace I now en- 
joy, which I am perſwaded is not to be found 
with them. I have Wealth enough ; and the in- 
nocent Converſation of the neighbouring Shep- 
herdeſſes, with the Care of my Flocks, help me 
to paſs away my Time, without either coqueiting 
with this Man, or practiſing Arts to enſnare that 
other, My Thoughts are limited by theſe 
Mountains; and if they wander further, tis on- 
ly to admire the Beauty of Heaven, and thus by 


Steps to raiſe my Soul towards her original Dwel- 


ling. 
As ſoon as ſhe had ſaid this, without expecting 
any Anſwer, ſhe leſt the Place, and ran into the 


thickeſt of the adjoining Wood, leaving all that 
| heard 
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heard her charm'd with her Diſcretion as well as 
wich her Beauty. | 
However, ſo prevalent were the Charms of the 
Jatter, that ſome of the Company, who were de- 
ſperately ſtruck, could not forbear offering to fol- 
low her, without being the leaſt deterr'd by the 
folemn Proteſtations which they had heard her 
make that very Moment. But Don Quixote per- 
ceiving their Deſign, and believing he had now 
a fit Opportunity to exert his Knight-Errantry ; 
Let no Man, cry'd he, of what Quality or Con- 
dition ſoever, preſume to follow the fair Marcella, 
under the Penalty of incurring my furious Indig- 
nation. She has made it appear OY undeniable 
Reaſons, that ſhe was not guilty of Chr 
Death ; and has poſitively declar'd her firm Reſo- 
jution never to condeſcend to the Deſires of any 
of her Admirers : For which Reaſon, inſtead of 
being importun'd and perſecuted, ſhe ought to be 
eſteem'd and honour'd by all good Men, as being 
perhaps the only Woman in the World that ever 
liv'd with ſuch a virtuous Reſerv'dneſs. Now, 
whether it were that Don Qulxote's Threats terri- 
fy'd the amorous Shepherds, or that Ambreſe's Per- 
ſwaſion prevail'd with em to ſtay and ſee their 
Friend interr'd, none of the Shepherd's left the 
Place, till the Grave being made, and the Papers 
burnt, the Body was depoſited into the Boſom of 
the Earth, not without many Tears from all the 
Aſſiſtants. They cover'd the Grave with a great 
Stone till a Monument was made, which Ambroſe 
ſaid he deſign'd to have ſet up there with the fol- 


lowing Epitaph upon it. 
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Chry/oftome's Epitaph. 


ERE of a wretched Swain 
The frozn Pod)'s laid, 
' by the cold Diſdain 
Of an ungrateful Maid, 
Here firft Love's Pow'r he try'd, 
Here firſt his Pains expreſt; 
Here fir# he was deny d, 
Here firft he choſe to reſt. 
Ton who the Shephard mourn 
From coy Marcella y; 
/bo Chry ſoſtome could ſcorn, 
May al Mankind deſtray. 


The Shepherd's ſtrew'd the Grave with many 
Flowers and Boughs; and every one having con- 
dol'd a while with his Friend 4mbroſe, they took 
their leave of him and departed. Yivaldo and 
his Companion did the like; as did alſo Don Quix- 
o:e, who was not a Perſon to forget himſelf on 
uch Occaſions : He likewiſe bid Adieu to the 
kind Goat-herds that had entertain'd him, and to 
the two Travellers who deſir'd him to go wich 
em to Sevil, aſſuring him there was no Place in 
the World more fertile in Adventures, every 
Street and every Corner there producing ſome. 
Don Quixote return'd them Thanks for their kind 
Information ; but rold 'em he neither would nor 
ought to go to Sevill, till he had clear'd all thoſe 
Mountains of the Thieves and Robbers which 
he heard very much infeſted all thoſe Parts. 
Thereupon the Travellers, being unwilling to 
divert, him from ſo pious a Deſign, took their 
Leaves of him once more; and purſu'd the ir Jour- 
ney, 
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ney, ſufficiently ſupply'd with Matter to diſcourſe 
on from the Story of Marcela and Chryſoftome and 
Don Nu:xot?'s Follies. As for him, he reſolv'd to 
find out the Shepherdeſs Marcella, if poſſible, to 
offer her his Service to protect her to the utmoſt 
of his Power: But he happen'd to be croſs'd in his 
Deſigns, as you ſhall hear in the Sequel of this. 
true Hiſtory ; for here ends the ſecond Book. 
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CHAP. L. 


Giving an Account of Don Quixote's n- 


ortunate Rencounter with certain Lan- 
gueſian Carriers. 


0 [ "HE Sage Cid Hamet Benengeli relates, that 
when Don Quixote had taken his Leave of all 


thoſe.that were. at Chry/oſtome's Funeral, he 100 
is 
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his Squire went after Marcella into the Wood; 
and having rang'd it above two Hours without 
being able;ro find her, they came at laſt to a Mea- 
dow, whoſe ſpringing Green, water'd with a 
delightful and refreſning Rivulet, invited, or 
rather pleaſingly forc'd em to align and give 
way to the Heat of the Day, which began to be 
very violent. So leaving the Aſs and Rexinante 
to graze at large, they ranſack'd the Waller ; and 
without Ceremony the Maſter and the Man fell 
to, and fed lovingly on what they found. Now 
Sancho had not taken care to tye up Rezinante, 
knowing him to be a Horſe of that Sobriety and 
Chaſtity, that all the Mares in the Paſtures of 
Coraua could not have rais'd him to attempt an 
indecent thing. But either Fortune, .or the De- 
vil, who ſeldom ſleeps, ſo order'd it, that a good 
Number of Galician Mares, belonging to ſome 
Yaugueſian Carriers, were then feeding in the ſame 
Valley; it being the Cuſtom of thoſe Men, about 
the hotreſt time of the Day; to ſtop wherever 
they meet with Graſs and Water to refreſh their 
Horſes : Nor could they have found a fitter Place 
than that where Don Quixote was. Roxinante, as I 
{aid before, was chaſte and modeſt, however he 
was Fleſh and Blood; ſo that aſſoon as he had 
{me!t the Mares, forſaking his natural Gravity 
and Reſerv'dneſs, without asking his Maſter's 
Leave, away he trots it briskly to make 'em ſenſi- 
ble of his little Neceſſities : But they, who it 
ſcems had more Mind to feed than to be merry, 
receiy'd their Gallant fo rudely with their Heels 
and Teeth, that in a trice they broke his Girts and 


threw down his Saddle, and left him diſrob'd of 


all his Equipage. And for an Addition to his 
Miſery, the Carriers, perceiving the Violence 
that: was. offer d to their Mares, flew to their Re- 
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lief with Poles and Pack-ſtaves, and ſo bela- 
bour'd poor Roxinante, that he ſoon ſunk to the 
Ground under the Weizht of their unmerciful 
Blows. | 

Don Quixote and Sancho, percetving at a Diſtance 
the ill Uſage of Rozinante, ran with all Speed to 
his Reſcue ; and as they came near the Place, 
panting, and almoſt out of Breath, Friend Sancho, 
cry d Don Quixote, I perceive theſe are no Knights, 
but only a Pack of Scoundrels and Fellows of 
the loweſt Rank; I fay it, becauſe thus thou 
may'ſt lawfully help me to revenge the Injury 
they have done Rezinante before our Faces. What 
a Devil d'ye talk of Revenge, quoth Sancho ? We 
are like to revenge our ſelves finely ! You ſee 
they are above twenty, and we are but two; nay, 
223 but one and a half: I alone am worth a 
wundred, reply'd Don Qxuiote; then without any 
more Words he drew his Sword, and flew upon 
the Tanguefians. Sancho, encourag'd by his Maſter's 
Example, did the like; and with the firſt Blow 
which Don Quixote gave one of em, he cut thro' 
his teathern Doublet and gave him a-deep Slaſh 


in the Shoulder. The Yangueſians, _— them-. 


ſelves thus rudely handled; betook themſelves to 
their Leavers and Packeſtaves, and then all at 
once furrounding the valiant Knight and his 
truſty Squire, they charg'd em 3:4 1-14 on with 
great Fury. At the ſecond Round, down they ſet- 
te poor Sancho, and then Don Quixote himſelf, who, 
as Chance would have it, fell at the Feet of Rox! 
nante; that had not yer recover'd his Legs; nei- 
ther could the (night's Courage nor his Skill a- 
vai l againſt the Jury of a Number of ruitical Fel- 
lows arm'd with Pack- ſtaves. The Tangueſians 
Fearing the ill Conſequences. of the Miſchief they 
tad done, made-ail the. Hate they could to. be 


gone, 
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gone, leaving our two Adventurers in a woeful 
Condition. The firſt that came to himſelf was 
Sancho Panpa, who, finding himſelf near his Ma- 
ſter, call'd to him thus with a weak and-doleful 
Voice; Ah Mafter! Maſter! Sir, Sir Knight! 
What's the Matter Friend Sancho? ask'd the Knight, 
in the ſame feeble and lamenting Tone. I could 
wiſh, reply'd Sancho, that your Worſhip would 
help me to two good Draughts of the Liquor 
you talk on, if you have any by you; perhaps tis 
as good to cure. broken Bones, as tis to heal out- 
ward Wounds, Oh! that I had ſome of it here 
now, cryd Don Nuixate; we could not then be 
ſaid to want any thing: But I ſwear to thee, ho- 
neſt Sancho, by the Faith of a Knight-Errant, with- 
in theſe two Days (if no other Diſaſter prevent 
me) I will have ſome at my Diſpoſal, or it ſhall 
hardly eſcape my Hands. Two Days Sir! reply'd 
Sancko: Why, pray how. many. Days do you 
think 'twill be before we are. able to ſtir. our 
Feet? As for my ſelf, anſwer d the bruis'd Don 
Quixote, IJ muſt own. I cannot ſet a certain Term 
to the Days of our Recovery; bur tis I who am 
the fatal Cauſe of all this Miſchief; for I ought 
not ro have drawn my. Sword againſt a Company 
of Fellows, upon whom the Honour of Knight- 
hood was never conferr'd; and I do not doubt 
but ther Providence ſuffer'd this Puniſhment to 
befall me for tranſgreſſing thus the Laws of Chi- 
valry. Therefore; Friend Sancho, obſerve what I 
am going to tell thee, for it is a thing that high- 
ly concerns the Welfare of us both : Tis, that for 
the future, whenever thou perceiv'ſt us to be any 
ways abus'd by ſuch inferior Fellows, thou art 
not to expect I'ſhould offer to draw my Sword 
againſt them; for. I Will. not do it in the leaſt + 
No, do thou then draw, and chaſtiſe em 26.1008 
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'think?ſt fir; but if any Knights come to take their 
Parts, then will I be ſure to ſtep between thee 
and Danger, and aſſault em with the-utmoſt Vi. 
gour and Intrepidity. Thou haſt already had a 
chouſand Proofs of the Greatneſs of my Valour, 
and the prevailing Strength of my moſt dreadful 
Arm; (ſo arrogant the Knight was grown ſince 
his Victory over the bold Biſcayan.) But Sancho 
was not ſo well pleas'd with his Maſter's Admo- 
-nitzons, but that he thought cit to anſwer him. 
Sir, ſays he, I am a. peaceful Man, a harmleſs quict 
Fellow, d' ye fee ; I can malte Shift to paſs by an 
Injury as well as any Man, as having a Wife to 
maintain, and Children to bringup: And there- 
fore pray take this from me by the way of Ad- 
vice, (for III not offer to command my Maſter) 
that I will not in any wiſe draw my Sword nei- 
ther againſt Knigkt nor Clown, not I. I freely 
Forgive all Mankind, high and low, rich and 
poor, Lords and Beggars, whatever Wrongs they 
ever did or may do me, without the leaſt Ex- 
ception. Sancho, (ſaid his Mafter, hearing this) I 
heartily wiſh I had Breath enough to anſwer thee 
effectually, or that the Pain which I feel in one 
of my ſhort Ribs would leave me but for ſo long 
as might ſerve to convince thee of thy Errour. 
Come, ſuppoſe, thou ſilly Wretch, that the Gale 
of Fortune, which has hitherto been ſo contrary 
to us, ſhould at laſt turn favourable, ſwelling tlic 
Sails of our Deſires, ſo that we might with 2s 
much Security as Eaſe arrive at ſome of thoſe 
Iſlands which I have promis'd thee ; what would 
become of thee, if, afrer I had conquer'd one of 
em, I were ro make thee Lord of it? Thou 
wouldſt certainly be found not duly qualify'd for 
that Dignity, as having abjur'd all Knighthood, 
all Thoughts of. Honour, and all Intention to c- 
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venge Injuries, and defend thy own Dominions, 
For thou muſt underſtand, that in Kingdoms and 
Provinces newly conquer'd, the Hearts and Minds 
of the Inhabitants, are never ſo thoroughly ſub- 
du'd or wedded to the Intereſts of their new So- 
vereign, but that there is reaſon to fear, they 
will endeavour to raiſe ſome Commotions to 
change the face of Affairs, and, as Men fay, once 
more try their Fortune. Therefore tis neceffary 
that the new Poſſeſſour have not only Underſtand- 
ing to govern, but alſo Valour to attack his 
Enemies, and defend himſelf on all Occaſions. I 
would I had had that Underſtanding and Valour 
you talk of, quoth Sancho; but now, Sir, I'muſt 
be free to tell you, I have more need of a Sur- 
geon, than of a Preacher. Pray try whether you 
can riſe, and we'll help Rozinante, tho' he does. 
not deſerve it, for he's the chief cauſe of all this 
Beating, For my Part, I could never have be- 
liev'd the like of him before, for I always took 
him for as ſober and peaceable a Perſon as my 
ſelf. In ſhort, tis a true ſaying, that a Man myſt 
eat a peck of Salt with his Friend, before he knows him ; 
and I find there's nothing ſure in this World, For, 
who would have thought, afrer the dreadfu! 
ſlaſhes you gave to that Knight-Errant, ſuch a 
terrible Shower of Baſtinadoes would ſo ſoon: 
have fallen upon our Shoulders? As for thine, 
reply'd Don Nuixote, I doubt they are us'd to en- 
dure ſach fort of Showers ;_ but mine, that were 
nurs'd in foft Linnen, will moſt certainly be long- 
er ſenſible of this Misfortune ; and were it not 
that T imagine (but why do Iſay imagine?) were 
it not that I? am. poſitively ſure that all theſe In- 
conveniencies are inſeparable from the Profeſſion 
of Chivalry, I wou'd abandon my ſelf to grief, 
and. die of meer Deſpair on this very ſport, 8 — 
de 


| L would haye thee,to know, that thoſe Wounds 


136 The Life and Atchievements 


ſeech you, Sir, quoth :Sancho, ſince theſe Rubs 
are the Vails of your Trade of Knight-hood, 


tell me whether they uſe to come often, or 


whether we may look for em at ſet times; 
for, I fancy, it we meet but with two ſuch 
Harveſts more, we ſhall never be able to reap 
the third, unleſs Miracles aſſiſt us? Know, Friend 
Sancho, return'd Don Quixote, that the Life of 
Knight-Errants is ſubje& to a thouſand Hazards 


and Misfortunes : But on the other ſide, they 
may at any time ſuddenly become Kings and Em- 


erours, as experience has demonſtrated in many 
ights, of whoſe Hiſtories I have a perfect 
Knowledge. And I could tell thee now (would 
my pain ſuffer me) of ſome of 'em who have 
rais'd themſelves to thoſe high 2 * only 
by the ſtrength of their Arms; and thoſe very 
Knights, both before and after their advancement, 
were involv'd in many Calamities. For the va- 
Iorous Amadis de Gaul ſaw himſelf in the Power 
of his mortal Enemy Arcalaus the Inchanter, of 
whom tis credibly reparted that when he held 
him Priſoner he gave him above two hundred 
ſtripes with his Horſe Bridle, after he had ty'd 
him to a Pillar in the Court-yard of his Houſe. 
There is alſo a. ſecret Author. of no little credit, 
relates, That the Knight of the Sun being taken 
in a Trap in a certain Caſtle, was hurry'd to a 
deep Dungeon,. where, after they had bound him 
Hand and Foot, they forcibly gave him à Gliſter 
of Snow- water. and Sand, which would probably 
have coſt him his Life, had he not been aflifted in 
that Diſtreſs by a- wiſe Magician his particular 
Friend, Thus I may well. bear my Misfortuue 
patiently, ſince thoſe which ſo many greater Per- 
ſons have endur'd may be ſaid to outdo it. For 
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that are given with the Inſtruments and Tools 
which a Man happens to have in his Hand, do 
not really diſgrace the Perſon ſtruck. We read 
it expreſly in the Laws of Duels, That if a Shoe- 
maker ſtrikes another Man with his Laſt which he held 
m his hand, tho" it be of Wood as Cudgel is, yet the 
Party who was ſtruck with it ſhall not be ſaid to have 
been cud gell d. I tell thee this, that thou mayſt not 
think we are in the leaſt diſhonoured, tho' we 
have been horribly beaten in this Rencounter ; 
for the Weapons, which thoſe Men us'd, were 
but the Inſtruments of their Profeſſion, and not 
one of 'em, as J very well remember, had either 
Tuck, or Sword or Dagger, They gave me no 
leiſure, quoth Sancho, to examine things ſo nar- 
rowly ; for I had no ſooner laid my Hand on my 
Weapon, but they croſs'd my Shoulders with ſuch 
a wooden Blefling, s ſettl'd me on the ground 
without Senfe or Hoon, where you ſee me lie; 
and where I don't tronble my head whether it 
be a Diſgrace to be n14wl'd with Cudgels or with 
Pack-ſtaves: Let cn be what they will, Fam 
only vex d to feel them ſo heavy on my Should. 
ers, where I am afraid they are imprinted as 
dec', as they are in my Mind. For all this, re- 


ply'd Don Quixere, J muſt inform thee, Friend 


Sancho, that there is no Remembrance, which 
time will not deface, nor no Pain, to which 
Death will not put a Period. Thank you for no- 
thing, quoth Sancho! What worſe can befall us, 
than to have only Death to truſt co? Were our 
Afflicton to be cur'd with a Plaiſter or two, 2 
Man might have ſome Patience; but, for ought 
1 ſee, all the Salves in an Hoſpital won't ſet us 
on our beſt Legs again. Come, no more of this, 
cry'd Don Quixote; take Courage, and make a 
Vertue of neeeflity ; for cis what I am refolv'd 

to 
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to do. Let's ſee how it fares with Rozinante - for 
if I am not miſtaken, the poor Creature has not 
been the leaſt ſufferer in this Adventure. No 
wonder at that, quoth Sancho, ſeeing he's a 
Knight-Errant too; I rather wonder, how my 
Aſs has eſcapd ſo well, while we have far'd ſo 
ill. In our Difaſters, return'd Don Quixote, For- 
tune leaves always ſome door open to come at 
a Remedy. I ſay it, Sancho, becauſe that little 
Beaſt may now ſupply the want of Rezinante, 
to carry me to ſome Caſtle, where I may get 
cur'd of my Wounds. Nor do I eſtcem this 
kind of Riding diſhonourable, for 1 remember, 
that the good old Silenws, Tutor and Gover- 
nour to the Jovial God of Wine, rode very 
fairly on a goodly Aſs, when he made his Entr 
into the City with a hundred Gates. Ay, quot 
Sancho, twill do well enough, cou'd you Ride 
as fairly on your Aſs, as he did on his, but 
there's a deal of difference between Riding and 
being laid croſs the Pannel like a pack of Rubbiſh, 
The Wounds which are receiv'd in Combat, 
ſaid Don Quixote, rather add to our - honour, 
than deprive us of it; therefore, good Sancho, 
trouble me with no more Replies, but, as I 
faid, endeayour to get up, and lay me as thou 
pleaſeſt upon my Aſs, that we may leave this 
place e're Night ſteal upon us But, vir, 
cry d Sancho, I have heard you ſay, that tis 
a common thing among you Knight-Errants to 
ſleep in Fields and Deſarts the beſt part of 
the Year, and that you look upon it to be a 
very- happy kind of Life. That is to fay, re- 
ply'd Don Quixote, when we can do no better, 
or when we are in Love; and this is ſo 
true, that there have been Knights who have 


dwelt on Rocks, expos'd to the Sun, 85 
| other 
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other Inclemencies of the Sky, for the ſpace 
of two Years, without their Lady's Know- 
ledge : One of thoſe was Amadis, when, af- 
ſuming the Name of The Lovely Obſcure, he in- 
habited the Poor Rock, either Eight Years, or 
Eight Months, I can't now punQually. tel] which 
of the two ; for I don't thoroughly remember 
that paſſage. -Let it ſuffice that there he dwelt, 
doing Penance, for I don't know what un- 
kindneſs his Lady Oriana had ſhew'd him. Bur 
ſetting theſe Diſcourſes aſide, prethee diſpatch, 
leſt ſome miſchief befall thy Afs, as it has 
done Rozinante, That would be the Devil in- 
deed, reply'd Sancho, and ſo breathing out 
ſome thirty Lamentations, threeſcore Sighs, 
and a hundred and twenty Plagnes and Poxes 
on thoſe that ha# decoy'd him thither, he at 
laſt got upon his“ Legs, yet not ſo but that he 
went ſtooping, with his Body bent like a 7urk's 
low, not being able to ſtand upright. Yer in 
this crooked Poſture he made a ſhift to harneſs his 
Aſs, who had not forgot to take his ſhare of 
Licentiouſneſs that day. After this, he help'd 
up Rezinaute, who, could his Tongue have ex- 
preſs'd his Sorrows, would certainly not have 
been behind-hand with Sancho and his Maſter. 
After many bitter Oh's, and ſcrew'd Faces, 
Sancho laid Don Quixote on the Aſs, ty'd Roxi- 
nante to its Tail, and then leading the Aſs 
by the Halter, he took the neareſt way that 
he could gueſs to the high Road ; to which. 
he luckily came before he had travell'd a 
ſhort League, and then he diſcover'd an Inn ; 
which, in ſpight of all he could ſay, Don 
Quixote was pleas'd to miſtake for a. Caſtle. 
Sancho ſwore bloodily 'twas an Inn, and his 
Maſter was as poſitive of the contrary. In 

- ſhore; 
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= ſhort, their Diſpute laſted ſo long, that before 
| they could decide it they reach'd the Inn-door, 
where Sancho ſtraight went in, with all his Train, 

without troubling himſelf any further about the 


Itter. 
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A. V 


What happen'd to Don Quixote in the Inn 
which he took for a Caſtle. 


HE Inn-keeper, ſeeing Don Quixote lying 

quite a-thwart the Aſs, ask'd -Sancho what 

ail'd him? Sancho anſwer'd, Twas nothing, on- 
ly his Maſter had got a fall from the Top of a 
Rock to the Bottom, and had bruis'd his tides a 
little. The Inn-keeper had a Wife, very differ- 
ent from the common ſort of Hoſteſles, for ſhe 
was of a Charitable Nature, and very compaſſi- 
onate of her Neighbour's Afflictions; which 
made her immediately take Care of Don. Quixote, 
and call her Daughter, (a good handſome Girl,) 
to ſet her helping hand to his Cure. One of the 
Setvants in the Inn was an Aſturlan Wench, a 
Broad-fac'd, Flat-headed, Saddle-nos'd Dowdy; 
blind of one Eye, and t'other almoſt out: Howe 
ever, the Aktivity of her Body ſupply'd all other 
Defekts. She was not above three Foot high 
from her Heels to her Head ; and her Shoulders, 
which ſomewhat loaded her, made her look down- 
wards oftner than ſhe could have wiſh'd. This 
charming Original likewiſe aſſiſted the Miſtreſs 
and the Daughter; and with the latter, help'd 
to make the Knight's Bed, and a ſorry one it 
was; the Room where it ſtood was an old gam- 
bling Cock. loſt, which by manifold Signs ſeem'd 
o have been in the days of Tore, a ä 
5 or 
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for chopt Straw. Somewhat further, in 2 
Corner of that Garret, a Carrier had his Lodg- 
ing; and tho' his Bed was nothing but the Pan- 
nels and Coverings of his Mules, 'twas much 
better than that of Don Quixote; which only con- 
ſiſted of four rough-hewn Boards Jaid upon two 
uneven Treſſels, a Flock-bed, that, for Subſtance, 
might well have paſs'd for a Quilt, and was full 
of Knobs and Bunches ; which had they not 
peep'd out throw many a hole, and ſhewn them. 
ſelves to be of Wooll, might well have been taken 
for Stones: The reſt of that extraordinary Bed's 
Furniture, was a pair of Sheets, which rather 
ſeem'd to be of Leather than of Linnen Cloath, 
and a Coverlet whole every individual Thread 
you might have told, and never have -miſs'd one 
in the Tale. 

In this ungracious Bed was the Knight laid to 
reſt his be labour d Carcaſs, and preſently the Ho- 
ſteſs and her Daughter anointed and plaiſter'd 
him all over, while Maritornes (for this was the 
Name of the Aſturian Wench) held the Candle: 
The Hoſteſs, while ſhe greas'd him, wondering 
to ſee him ſo bruis'd all over: I fancy, ſaid ſhe, 
thoſe Bumps look much more like a dry Beating 
than a Fall. Twas no dry beating Miſtreſs. I 
promiſe you, quoth Sancho, but the Rock had 1 
known: not how many cragged Ends and Knobs, 
whereof e'ry one gave my Maſter a Token of its 
Kindneſs. And by the way, forſooth, continu'd 
he, I beſeech you ſave a little of that ſame Tow 


and Ointment for me too, for I don't know what's 


the matter with my Back, but I fancy I ſtand 
mainly in want of a little greaſing too. What, I 
ſuppoſe, you fell too, quoth the'Land-lady. Not 
I. quoth Sanche, but the very Fright that I rook 


to ice my Maſter tumble down the Rock, has ſo 
| wrought 
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wrought upon my Body, that I'm as fore as if I 


had been ſadly mawI'd. It may well be as you 


ſay, cry'd the Inn-keeper's Daughter; for I have 
dream'd ſeveral Times that I have been falling 
from the Top of a high Tower' without ever 
coming to the Ground; and, when I wak'd, I 
have found my ſelf as out of order and as bruis'd 
as if I had fall'n in good earneſt. That's e' en my 
Caſe, Miſtreſs, quoth Sancho; only ill Luck wou'd 
have it ſo, that I ſhou'd find my ſelf een almoſt 
as batter'd and bruis'd as my Lord Don Quixote, 
and yer all the while be as broad awake as I am 
now. How do you call this ſame Gentleman, 
quoth Maritornes ? He's Don Quixote de la Mancha, 
reply'd Sancho; and he is a- Knight-Errant, and 
one of the primeſt and ſtouteſt that ever the Sun 
ſhin'd on. A Knight-Errant, cry'd the Wench, 
pray what's that? Heigh-day ! cry'd Sancho, does 
the Wench know no more of the World than 
that comes to? Why, a Knight- Errant is a thing 
| which in two Words you ſee well Cudgell'd, and 
than an Emperour. To day there's not a more 
wretched thing upon the Earth, and yet to mor- 
| row he'll have you two or three Kingdoms to 
| give away to his Squire. How comes it to paſs 
then, quoth the Land-Lady, that thou who art this 
great Perſon's Squire, has not yet got thee at 
| l-aſt an Earldom ? Fair and ſoftly goes far, re- 
ply'd Sancho, Why, we have not been a Month 
m our Gears, ſo that we have not yet encounter'd 
any Adventure worth the naming : Beſides, many 


KF 27 time we look for one thing, and light on an- 


other. But if my Lord Don Quixote happens but 
tolget well again, and I ſcape remaining a Crip- 
ple, Vl not take the beſt Title in the Land for 
| what Lam ſure will fall to my Share. 


Here 
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Here Don Quixote, who had liſten'd with great 


Attention to all theſe Diſcourſes, rais'd himſelf 


up in his Bed with much ado, and taking the 
Hoſteſs in a moſt obliging Manner by the Hand, 
Believe me, ſaid he, beautiful Lady, you may 
well eſteem it a Happineſs that you have now 
the Opportunity to entertain my Perſon in your 
Caſtle. Self-praiſe is unworthy a Man of Ho. 
nour, and therefore I ſhall ſay no more of my 
ſelf, but my Squire will inform you who I am; 
only thus much let me add, That I will eter. 
nally preſerve your Kindneſs in the Treaſury of 
my Remembrance, and ſtudy all Occaſions to 
reſtify my Gratitude. And I wiſh, continu'd he, 
the Powers above had ſo diſpos'd my Fate, that 1 
were not already Love's devoted Slave, and cap- 
tivated by the Charms of the diſdainful Beauty 
who engroſſes all my ſofter Thoughts; for then 
would I be proud to ſacrifice my Liberty to this 
beautiful Damſel. The Hoſteſs, her Daughter, 
and the kind-hearted Maritornes ſtar'd on one ano» 
ther, quite at a Loſs for the Meaning of this high- 
flown Language, which they underſtood full as 
well as if it had been Greek. Yet, conceiving 
theſe were Words of Compliment and Courtſhip, 
they look d upon him, and admir'd him as a Man 
ef another World : And fo, having made him 
ſuch Returns as Inn-keeper's Breeding cou'd af. 
ford, they left him to his Reſt ; only Maricorn:: 
ſaid to rub down Sancho, who wanted her Help 
no Jeſs than his Maſter. 

Now you muſt know, that the Carrier and ſhe 
had agreed to paſs the Night together ; and ſhe 
had given him her Word, that as ſoon as all the 
People in the Inn were in Bed, ſhe wou'd be ſure 
to come to him, and be at his Service. And 'tis 
laid of this good-natur'd thing, that — 
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had paſy'd her Word in ſuch Cafes, the was ſure 
to make it good, tho' ſhe had made the Promiſe 
in the midit of a Wood and without any Wir- 
neſs at all. For ſhe ſtood much upon her Genti- 
lity, tho' ſhe undervalu'd her ſelf fo far as to ſerve 
in an Inn, often ſaying that nothing but Croſſes 
and Neceſſity cou d have made her ſtoop to it. 
Don Quixote s hard, ſcanty, beggerly, miſerable 
Bed was the ficſt of the four in that wretched 
Apartment; next to that was Sanchoe's Kennel; 
which conſiſted of nothing but a Bed-Mat and a 
Coverlet, that rather ſeem'd ſhorn Canvaſs than 
a Rug. Beyond thoſe two Beds was that of the 
Carrier, made, as we have ſaid, of the Pannels 
and Furniture of two of the beſt of twelve Mules 
which he kept, every one of 'em goodly Beaſts 
and in ſpecial good Caſe; for he was one of the 
richeſt Muleteers of Arevalo, as the Mooriſh Au- 
thor of this Hiſtory relates, who makes particu- 
lar mention of him, as having deen acquzinted 
with him, nay, ſome don't ſtick to ſay he was 
ſome what a-kin to him. However it be, it ap- 
ears that Cid Mahomet Benengeli was a very exact 
Hiltorian ſince he takes care to give us an Ac- 
count of Things that ſeem ſo inconſiderable and 
trivial, A laudable Example which thoſe Hiſto- 
rians ſhould follow, who uſually relate Matters ſo 
conciſely, that they ſeem ſcarce to have dipp'd 
in 'em, and rather to have left the moſt eſſential 
Part of the Story drown'd in the bottom of the 
Inkhorn, either through Neglect, Malice, or Igno- 
rance. A thouſand Bleſſings then be given to 
the curious Author of Tablante de Ricamonte, and to 
that other indefatigable Sage who recorded the 
Atchievements of Count 7omillas ; for they have 
deſcrib'd even the moſt minute and trifling Cir 
cumſtances with a ſingular preciſeneſs. But, to 
Vol. I. return 
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return to our Story, you muſt know-that afte; 
the Carrier had dreſs'd his Mules and given em 
their Night's Provender, he laid him down on his 
hard Bed, expecting the moſt punQual Maritorne:'s 
kind Viſit. By this Time, Sancho, duely greas'd 
and anointed, was crept into his Sty, where he 
did all he could to {leep, but his aking Ribs did 
all they couid to prevent him. As for the Knight, 
whoſe Sides were in as bad Circumſtances as his 
Squire's, he lay with both his Eyes open like a 
Hare. And now was every Soul in the Inn gore 
to Bed, not ſo much as a Mouſe ſtirring in the 
Houſe, nor any Light to be ſeen, except that of 
a Lamp which hung in the middle of the Gare. 
way. This general J ranquillity ſetting Don Lui: 
ote's Thoughts at work, offer'd to his Imaginati- 
on one of rhe moſt abſurd Follies that ever crept 
into a diſtemper'd Brain, from the Peruſal of Ro- 
mantick Whimſies. Now he fancy'd himſelf to 
be in a famous Caſtle (for, as we have already 
ſaid, all the Inns he lodg'd in, ſeem'd no leſs than 
Caſties to him) and that the Inn-keeper's Daughter 
{conſequently Daughter to the Lord of the Caſtle) 
ſtrangely captivated with his graceful-Preſence and 
Gallantry, had promis'd bim the Pleaſure of her 
. Embraces, as ſoon as her Father and Mother were 
gone fo ret. This Chimera diſturb'd him, as 
if it had been a real Truth. So that he began to 
be mightily perplex'd, re flecting on the Danger to 
which his Honour was expos'd. But at laſt his 
Vertue over-came the powerful Temptation, and 
he firmly reſolv'd not to be guilty of the leaſt 
Infidelity to his Lady Dulcinea del Tebeſo; tho' 
Queen Genever her ſelf, with her truſty Matron 
Nuintaniens ſhould joyn to decoy him into the 
al:uring Snare. 


While 
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While theſe wild Imaginations work'd in his 
Brain, the gentle Maritornes was mindful of her 
Aſſignation, and with ſoft and wary Steps, bare- 
foot and in her Smock, ſtole into the Room, and 
felt about for her beloved Carrier's Bed. But 
ſcarce had ſhe got to the Door, when Don Quixote, 
whoſe Ears were on the ſcout, was ſenſible that 
ſomething was coming in ; and therefore having 
rais'd himſelf in his Bed, fore and wrapt up in 
Plaiſters, as he was, he ftretch'd out his Arms to 
receive his fancy'd Damſel, and caught hold of 
Maritorxes by the Wriſt, as ſhe was, with her 
Arms ſtretch'd, groping her way to her Paramour; 
he pull'd her to him, and made her fit down by 
his Bed's-ſide, ſhe not daring to ſpeak a Word all 
the while : Now, as he imagin'd her to be the 
Lord of the Caſtle's Daughter, her Smock, which 
was of the courſeſt Canvaſs, ſeem'd to him of 
the fineſt Holland; and the Glaſs-Beads about 
her Wrift, precious Oriental Pearls; ker Hair 
that was almoſt as rough as a Horſe's Main, he 
took to be ſoft flowing Threads of bright curling 
Gold; and her Breath that had a ſtronger Hogoe 
than ſtale Veniſon, was to him a grateful Com- 
pound of the moſt fragrant Perfumes of Arabia. 
In ſhort, his flattering Imagination 'transform'd 
her into the likeneſs of thoſe Romantick Beau- 
ties, one of whom, as he remember'd to have 
read, came to pay a private Viſit to a wounded 
Knight, with whom ſhe was deſperately in Love ; 
and the poor Gentleman's obſtinate Folly had fo 
infatuated his outward Senſe, thar his Feeling 
and his Smell could not in the leaſt undeceive 
him; and he thought he had no leſs than a balmy 
Venus in his Arms, while he hugg'd a fulſome 
Bundle of Deformities that would have turn'd 
any Man's Stomach but 2 ſharp-ſet Carrier's. 
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Therefore clapſping her ſtill cloſer, with a ſoft 


and amorous Whiſper, Oh! thou moſt lovely 
Temptation, cry'd he, Oh! that I now might but 


ay a warm Acknowledgment for the mighty 
Bleſſing which your extravagant Goodneſs wou'd 
laviſh on me; yes, moſt beautiful Charmer, I 
would give an Empire to purchaſe your more de. 
ſirable Embraces ; but Fortune, Madam, Fortune, 
that Tyrant of my Life, that unrelenting Enemy 
to the truly Deſerving, has maliciouſly hurry'd 


and rivetted me to this Bed, where I lie fo bruis'd 


and macerated, that, tho' I were eager to gratify 
your Deſires, I ſhould at this dear unhappy Mi- 
nute be doom'd to Impotence; Nay, that un- 
Tackly Bar, Fate has added a yet more invincible 
Obſtacle : I mean my plighted Faith to the un- 


rivall'd Dulcinea del Toboſo, the ſole Miſtreſs of my 


Wiſhes, and abſolute Soveraign of my Heart. 


Oh! did not this oppoſe my preſent Happineſs, I 


OY 


could never be ſo dull and inſenſible a Knight as 


to loſe the Benefit of this extraordinary Favour 
which you have now condeſcended to offer me. 
Poor Mariternes all this while ſweated for Fear 


and Anxiety, to find her ſelf thus lock'd in the 


Knight's -Arms ; and without either underſtand. 
ing or willing to underſtand his florid Excuſes, 
ſhe did what ſhe could to get from him, and ſheer 
off, without ſpeaking a Word : On the other fide, 
the Carrier, whoſe lewd Thoughts kept him a- 
wake, having heard his truſty Lady when ſhe firſt 
came in, and liſten'd ever ſince to the Knight's 
Diſcourſe, began to be afraid that ſhe hed made 
ſome other Aſſignation; and ſo without any 
more ado, he crept ſoftly to Don Quixote's Bed, 
where he liſten'd a while to hear what would be 
rhe end of all this Talk, which he could not 
anderſtand : But perceiving at laſt, by the aue 
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gling of his faithful Maritornes, that *twas none 
of her Fault, and that the Knight ſtrove to detain 
her againſt her Will, he could by no means bear 
his Familiarity ; and therefore taking it in mighty 
Dudgeon, he up with his Fiſt, and hit the diſaſt- 
rous Knight ſuch a ſwinging blow on the Jaws, 
that his Face was all over Blood in a Moment. 
And not ſatisfied with this, he got o' top of the 
Knight, and with his ſplay Feet betrampled him 


as if he had been treading a Hay-mow. With 


that the Bed, whoſe Foundations were none of 
the beſt, ſunk under the additional Load of the 
Carrier, and fell with ſuch a noiſe that it wak'd 
the Inn-keeper, who preſently ſuſpeQ&s it to be 
one of Maritornes's nightly Skirmiſhes ; and there- 
fore having call'd her aloud, and finding that ſhe 
did not anſwer, he,lighted a Lamp 
the Place where he heard the Buſtle. The 
Wench who heard him coming, knowing him 
to be of a paſſionate Nature, was ſcar'd out of 
her Wits, and fled for ſhelter to Sancho's Stye, 
where he lay ſnoring to ſome Tune: There the 
pigg'd in, and ſlunk under the Coverlet, where 
the lay ſnug, and truſs'd up as round as an Egg. 
Preſently her Maſter came in, in a mighty heats 
Where's this damn'd Whore, cry'd he: I dare ſay 
this is one of her Pranks. By this, Sancho, a- 
wak'd ; and feeling that unuſual Lamp, which 
almoſt over-Jaid him, he took it to be the Night- 
Mare, and began to lay about him with his Fiſts, 
and thump'd the Wench ſo unmercifully, that at 
laſt Fleſh and Blood were no longer able to bear 
it; and forgetting the Danger ſhe was in, and 
her dear Reputation, ſhe paid him back his 
Thumps as faſt as her Fiſts could lay 'em on, and 
ſoon rous'd the drouſie Squire out of his Slug- 
giſhneſs, whether he would or no. Who find. 
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ing himſelf thus pummell'd, by he did not know 
who, he buſtled up in his Neſt, and catching hold 
of Maritornes, they began the moſt pleaſant Skir- 
miſh in the World. When the Carrier perceiving 
by the Light of the Inn-keeper's Lamp, the diſ- 
mal Condition that his dear Miſtreſs was in, pre. 
fently took her Part; and, leaving the Knight 
whom he had more than ſuſficiently mawl'd, flew 
at the Squire, and paid him confoundly. On 
the other hand, the Inn-keeper, who took the 
Wench to be the cauſe of all this hurly-burly, 
cuff'd and kick'd, and kick'd and cuff'd her over 
and over again: And ſo there was a ſtrange Mul- 
tiplication of Fiſticuffs and Drubbings. The Car- 
riet pummell'd Sancho, Sancho mawl'd the Wench, 
the Wench belabour'd the Squire, and the Inn- 
- keeper thraſh'd her again: And all of em laid on 
with ſuch Expedition, that you would have 
thought they had been afraid of loſing Time, 
But the beſt Jeſt was that in the heat of the Fray, 
the Lamp went out ſo that being now in the 
dark, they ply'd on another at a Venture, they 
ſtruck and tore, all went to Rack, while Nails 
and Fiſts flew about without Mercy. 
There happen'd to lodge that Night in the Inn 
one of the Officers belonging to that Society 
which they call the old holy Brother-hood of 7e- 
ledo, whoſe chief Office is to look after Thieves 
and Robbers. Being. wak'd with the. heavy Bu- 
ſtle, he preſently jump'd out of his Bed, and 
with his. ſhort Staff in one Hand, and a Tin-Box 
with his Commiſſion in't in the other, he gropd 
out his way; and being enter'd the Room in the 
dark, cry'd out, I charge ye all to keep the Peace: 
J am an Officer of the holy Brother- hood. The 
firſt he popp'd his Hand upon happen'd to be the 
poor batter'd Knight who lay upon his Mack, 
18 
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his full length, without any Feeling, upon the 
Ruins of his Bed. The Officer, having caught 
him by the Beard, preſently cry'd out, I charge 
you to aid and aſſiſt me: But finding he cou'd 
not ſtir, tho' he grip'd him hard, he preſently 
imigin'd him to be dead. and murder'd by the 
reſt in the Room. With that, he bawl'd out, to 
tave the Gates of the Inn ſhut. Here's a Man 
murder'd, cry'd he ; Iook that no Body makes his 
Efcape. Theſe Words ſtruck all the Combatants 
with ſuch a Terrour, that as ſoon as they reach'd 
their Ears they gave over, and left the Argument 
undecided. Away ſtole the Inn-keeper to his 
own Room, the Carrier to his Pannels, and the 
Wench to her Kennel; only the unfortunate 
Knight, and his as unfortunate Squire, remain'd 
where they lay, not being able to ſtir ; while the 
Officer, having let go Don Quixote's Beard, went 
out for a Light, in order to apprehend the ſup- 
pos'd Murderers. But the Inn-keeper having 
wiſely put out the Lamp in the Gate-way, as he 
ſneak'd out of the Room, the Officer was oblig'd 
to repair to the Kitchen-Chimney, where with 
much ado, puffing and blowing a long while a- 
_ the Embers, he at laſt made ſhift to get a 
ght. | 
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CHAP. HEL 


A further Account of the innumerable Hard- 
ſhips which the brave Don Quixote, and 
bis worthy Squire Sancho underwent in 
the Inn, which the Knight unluckily tock 
for @ Caſtle, 


ON NRzixote, who by this Time was come 

to himſelf, began to call Sancho with the 
lame lamentable Tone as the Day before, when 
he had been beaten by the Carriers in the Mea- 
dow. Sancho, cry'd he, Friend Sancho, art thou 
aileep ? Art thou aſleep, Friend Sancho? Sleep, 
reply'd Sancho, mightily out of Humour, may old 
Nick rock my Cradle then. Why, how the De- 
vil ſhould I fleep, when all the Imps of Hell 
have been tormenting me to Night? Nay, thou'rt 
in the right, anſwer'd Don Quixote, for either I 
have no Skill in theſe Matters, or this Caſtle is 
inchanted. Hear what I ſay to thee, but firſt 
ſwear, thou will't never reveal it till after my 
Death. I ſwear it, quoth Sancho, I am thus 
cautious, {aid Don Quixote, becauſe I hate to take 
away the Reputation of any Perſon. Why, quoth 
Sancho, IT tell you again, I ſwear never to ſpeak a 
word of the Matter while you Live; and I wiſh 
I may be at liberty to tall on't to Morrow. Why, 
cry'd Don Quixote! Have I done thee ſo much 
wrong, Sancho, that thou would'ſt have me die ſo 
ſoon.? Nay, ttis not for that neither, quoth Sau- 
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cho; but becauſe I can't abide to keep things 
long, for fear they ſhould grow mouldy. Well, 
Jet it be as thou pleaſeſt, ſaid Don Quixote : For 
dare truſt greater Concerns to thy Courteſie and 
Affection. In ſhort, know, that this very Night 
there happen'd to me one of the ſtrangeſt Ad- 
ventures that can be imagin'd ; for, the Daughter 
of the Lord of this Caſtle came to me, who is 
one of the moſt engaging and moſt beauriful 
Damſels that ever Nature has been proud to 
boaſt of : What could I not tell thee of the 
Charms of her Shape and Face, and the PerfeCti- 
ons of her Mind! What could I not add of o- 
other hidden Beauties, which I condemn to Si- 
lence and Oblivion, leſt I endanger my Allegi- 
ance and Fidelity to my Lady Dulcinea del Tobo,o ! 
I will only tell thee, That the Heavens envying 
| the ineſtimable Happineſs which Fortune had 

' thrown into my Hand; or rather, becauſe this 
Caſtle is inchanted, it happen'd, that in the midſt 
of the moſt tender and paſſionate Diſcourſes that 
paſs'd between us, the prophane Hand of ſome 
mighty Giant, which I could not ſee, nor ima- 
vine whence it came, hit me ſuch a dreadful 
Blow on the Jaws, that they are ſtill embru'd 
with Blood; after which the diſcourteous Wretci# 
preſuming on my preſent Weakneſs, did ſo bar- 
barouſly bruiſe me, that I feel my ſelf in a 
| worſe Condition now than I did Yeſterday, after 
| the Carriers had ſo roughly handled me for Rei- 

&inantc's Tncontinency : Hows which I con jecture, 
that the Treaſure of this Damſel's Beauty is 
guarded by ſome. inchanted Moor, and not reſerv'd 
for me. 

Nor for me neither, quoth Sancho; for I have 
| been Rib-roaſted by above four Hundred Moors, 
Who have hammer'd my Bones in ſuch guiſe, 
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that I may ſafely ſay, the Aſſault and Battery 


made on my Body by the Carrier's Poles and 
Pack-ſtaves, were bur ticklings and ftroakings 
with a Feather to this. But, Sir, pray tell me, 
d'ye call this ſuch a pleaſant Adventure, when 
we are ſo lamentably pounded after it? And 
yet your hap may well be accounted better than 
mine, ſeeing you've hugg d that fair Maiden in 
your Arms. But I, what have I had, I pray 
you, but the heavieſt Blows that e'er fell on a 
poor Man's Shoulder? Woe's me and the Mo- 
ther that bore me, for I neither am nor ever mean 
ro be a Knight-Errant, and yet the eldeſt Bro. 
ther's Portion of Miſchiefs falls ſtill to my Lot. 
What, haft thou been beaten as well as I, ſaid 
Don Quixote? What a Plague, cry'd Sancho, ha'n't 
I been telling you ſo all this while? Come, ne- 
ver let it trouble thee Friend Sancho,. reply'd Don 
Quixote; for I'll immediately make the precious 
Balſam that will cure thee in the twinkling of an 
Eye. 
"by this time the Officer, having lighted his 
Lamp, came into the Room, to ſee who it was 
that was Murder'd : Sancho ſeeing him enter in his 
Shirt, a Napkin wrapt about his Head like a Tur- 

nt, and the Lamp in his Hand, he being alſo 
an ugly ili-Iook'd Fellow; Sir, quoth the Squire 
to his Maſter, pray ſee whether this be not the 
inchanted Moor that's come again to have t'other 
Bout with me, and try whether he has not left 
ſome place unbruis'd for him now to mawl as 
much as the reſt ? It cannot be the Moor, reply'd 
Don Quixote: For Necromancers never ſuffer 
themſelves to be ſeen. If they don't ſuffer them- 
ſelves to be ſeen, quoth Sancho, at leaſt they ſuffer 


themſelves to be felt: If not, let my Carcaſe bcar 


witneſs. So might mine, cry'd Don Quixote: Vet 


this 


SA Reawaws cocoon iooes 


of the renomn'd Don Quixote. 155 


this is no ſufficient Reaſon to prove, that what we 
ſee is the inchanted Moor. 

While they were thus arguing, the Officer ad- 
vanc'd, and wonder'd to hear two Men talk ſo 
calmly to one another there. Yer finding the un- 
fortunate Knight lying in the ſame deplorable 
Poſture as he left him, ſtretch'd out like a Corps, 
bloody, bruis'd, and beplaiſter'd, and not able to 
ſtir himſelf. How is't honeſt Fellow, quoth he 
to the Champion, how do you find your ſelf ? 
Were I your Fellow, reply'd Don Quixote, I would 
have a little more Manners than you have, you 
Block-head, you; is that your way of approach- 
ing Knight-Errants in this Country? The Offi» 
cer could not bear ſuch a Reprimand from one 
who made ſo ſcurvy a Figure, and lifting up the 
Lamp, Oil and all, hit Don Quixote ſuch a Blow 
on the Head with it, that he had Reaſon to fear 
he had made Work for the Surgeon, and there- 
fore ſtole preſently out of the Room, under the 
Protection of the Night. Well, Sir, quoth San- 
cho, d'you think now 'twas the inchanted Moor 
or no? For my Part, I think he keeps the Trea- 
ſare you talk of for others, and reſerves only 
Kicks, Cuffs, Thumps and Knocks for your Wor- 
ſhip and my ſelf. I am now convinc'd, anſwer'd 
Don Quixote: Therefore let's wave that Reſcnt- 
ment of theſe Injuries, which we might otker- 
wiſe juſtly ſhew ; for conſidering theſe Inchant- 
ers can make themſelves inviſible when they 
pleaſe, tis needleſs to think. of Revenge. Bur, 
I prethee rife, if thou can'ſt, Sancho, and deſire 
the Governour of the Caſtle to ſend me ſome Oil, 
Salt, Wine and Roſemary, that I may make my 
healing Balſam; for truly I want it extremely 
fo faſt the Blood flows out of the Wound which 
the Fantaſm gave me juſt now, 
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Sancho then got up as faſt as his aking Bones 
wou'd let him, and with much ado made ſhift to 
crawl out of the Room to look for the Inn- 
keeper, and ſtumbling by. the way on the Officer, 
who ſtood heark'ning to know what Miſchief he 

had done; Sir, quoth he to him, for Heaven's 
| <- ſake, do ſo much as help us to a little Oil, Salt, 
Wine and Roſemary, to make a Med'cine for 
one of the beſt Knight-Errants that e'er trod on 
Shoe of Leather, who lies yonder grieyouſly 
wounded by the inchanted Moor of this Inn. The 
Officer- hearing him talk at that Rate, took him 
do be out of his Wits; and it beginning to be. 
Day-Light, he open'd the Inn-Door, and-told the 
Inn-keeper what Sancho wanted. The Hoſt pre- 
fently provided the defir'd Ingredients, and San- 
ch crept back with em to his Mafter, whom he 
found holding his Head, and ſadly complaining 
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| of the Pain which he felt there; tho' after all, 

the Lamp had done him no more harm than only 

| | the-raiſing of two huge Bumps ; for that which 

2 he fancy d to be Blood, was only Sweat and the f 

| — of the Lamp that had liquor'd his Hair and | 

"| Face. ] 

7 The Knight took all the Ingredients, and ha- ; 

'Þ ving mix'd em together, he had 'em ſet ov'er the 2 
4 Fire, and there kept em boiling till he thought l 
4 they. were enough. That done, he ask'd for a h 
ö Viol' to put this precious Liquor in. But there if 
b de ing none to be got, the Inn-keeper preſented: h 

| tim: with an old earthen Jug, and Don Quixote in 

f was forcd to be contented with that. Then he I 

| mumblrd over the. Pot above Foureſcore Patcr- ir 

noſter s, and as many Ave - Marias, Salve.Regino's, hy 

| and Credo, making the Sign of the Croſs at e- th 
; very. Word by way of Bendediction. At which: hi 
Ceremony, Sancho, the Inn-keeper, and the Offi- 2 
| Ce, 
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oer were preſent, for as for the Carrier, he was 
gone to look after his Mules, and took no Man- 
ner of Notice of what was paſs'd. This bleſſed 
Medicine being made, Don Quixote reſolv'd to: 
make an immediate Experiment of it on himſelf; 
and to that Purpoſe he took off a good Draught 
of the Over-plus which his Jug would not hold. 
But he had ſcarce gulp'd it down, when it ſet 
him a vomiting ſo violently, that you would. 
have thought he'd have caſt up his Heart, Liver 
and Guts; and his reaching and ſtraining put 
him into ſuch a Sweat, that he deſir'd to be co- 
ver'd up warm and left to his Repoſe. With 
that they left him, and he ſlept three whole 
Hours; and then waking, found himſelf ſo won- 
derfully eas'd, that he made no Queſtion but he 
had now the right Balſam of Fierabraſs ; and there- 
fore he thought he might ſafely undertake all the 
moſt dangerous Adventures in the World without 
the leaſt Hazard of his Perſon. 

Sancho, encourag'd by the wonderful Effect of 
the Balſam on his Maſter, begg'd that he would 
be pleas'd to give him Leave to ſip up what was 
left in the Pot, which was no ſmall Quantity; 
and the Don having conſented, honeſt Sancho lift- 
ed it up with both his Hands, and with a-ſtrong 
Faith, and better Will, pour'd every Drop down 
his Throat. Now the Man's Stomach nor being 
ſo nice as hits Maſters, the Drench did not ſet 
him a vomiting after that Manner; but caus'd 
ſuch a wambling in his Stomach, {ch a bitter 
loathing, kecking, and reaching, and ſuch grind- 
ing Pangs, with cold Sweats and Swonnings, that 
he verily believ'd his laſt Hour was come, and in 
the Midſt of his Agony gave both the Balſam and 
him that made it to the Devil. Friend, ſaid Don 
Quixate, ſeeing him in that fad. Condition, I begin 
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to think all this Pain befalls thee only becauſe 
thou haſt not receiv'd the Order of Knighthood; 
for 'tis my Opinion, this Balſam ought to be 
usd by no Man that is not a profeſs'd Knight. 
What a plague did you mean then by letting me 
drink it? quoth Sancho ; a Murrain on me and 
all my Generation, why did you not tell me this 
before ? At length the Doſe began to work to 
ſome Purpoſe, and forc'd its Way at both Ends 
ſo copiouſly, that both his Bed-Mat and Coverlet 
were ſoon made unfit for any further Uſe ; and 
all the while he ſtrain'd ſo hard, that not only 
himſelf but the Standers-by thought he would 
have dy'd. This dreadful Hurricane laſted about 
two Hours; and then too, inſtead of finding 
himſelf as free from Pain as his Maſter, he felr 
himſelf ſo feeble and ſo far ſpent, that he was 
not able to ſtand. 

But Don Quixote, as we've ſaid, found himſelf 
in an excellent Temper; and his a&ive Soul 
loathing an inglorious Repoſe, he preſently was 
impatient to depart to perform the Duties of his 
adventurous Profeſſion: For he thought thoſe 
Moments that were trifled away in Amuſements, 
or other Concerns, only a Blank in Life; and all 
Delays a depriving diſtreſs'd Perſons, and the 
World in general, of his needed Aſſiſtance: The 
Confidence which he repos'd in his Balſam 
heighten'd if poſſible his Reſolution; and thus 
carry'd away by his eager Thoughts, he ſadd1'd 
Rozinante himſelf, and then put the Pannel upon 
the Aſs, and his Squire upon the Pannel, after 
he had help'd him to huddle on his Cloaths:; That 
done he mounted his Steed; and having ſpy'd a 
Javelin that ſtood in a Corner, he ſeiz d and ap- 

ropriated it to himſelf, to ſupply the want of his 
— Above twenty People that were in the 
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Inn ſtood SpeQators of all theſe Tranſactions, 
and among the reft the Inn-keeper's Daughter, 
from whom Don Quixote had not Power to with- 
draw his Eyes, breathing out at every Glance a 
deep Sigh from the very Bottom of his Heart; 
which thoſe who had ſeen him ſo mortify'd the 
Night before, took to proceed from the Pain of 
his Bruiſes. | | 

And now being ready to ſet forwards, he call'd 
for the Maſter of the Houſe, and with a grave 
Delivery, My Lord Governour, cry'd he, the Fa- 
vours I have received in your Caſtle are ſo great 
and extraordinary, that they bind my grateful 
Soul to an eternal Acknowledgment : There- 
fore that I may be ſo happy as to diſcharge Part 
of the Obligation, think if there be e er a proud 
Mortal breathing on whom you defire to be re- 
veng'd for ſome Affront or other Injury, and ac- 
quaint me with it now, and by my Order of 
Knighthood , which binds me to protect the 
Weak, relieve the Oppreſſed, and puniſh the Bad, 
I promiſe you I'll take effectual Care that you 
ſhall have ample Satisfaction to the utmoſt of 
your Wiſhes. Sir Knight, anſwer'd the Inn- 
keeper with an auſtere Gravity, I ſhall not need 
your Aſſiſtance to revenge any: Wrong that may 
have been offer'd to my Perſon; for I would have 
you to underſtand. that I am able to do my ſelf 
Juſtice whenever any Maa preſumes to do me 
Wrong: Therefore all the Satisfaction I defire 
is, that you would pay your Reckoning for 
Horſe Meat and Man's Meat, and all your Ex- 
pences in my Inn. How ! cry'd Don Quixote, is 
this an Inn 2 Yes, anſwer'd the Hoſt, and one of 
the moſt noted. and of the beſt Repute upon the 
Road. How ſtrangely have I been miſtaken then! 
&y'd Don Qulxote; upon my Honour I took it for 


a Caſtte, 
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a Caſtle, and a conſiderable one too: But if {> 
be an Inn, and not a Caſtle, all I have to ſay is, 
that you muſt excuſe me from paying any 
thing ;. for I would by no Means break the Laws 
which we Knight-Errants are bound to obſerve ; 
nor was it ever known that they ever paid in any 
Inn whatſoever, for this is the leaſt Recom. 
pence that can be allow'd 'em for the intolerable 
Labours they endure Day and Night, Winter and 
Summer, o'Foot and o'Horfe-back, pinch'd with 
Hunger, choak'd with Thirſt, and expos'd. to all 
the Injuries of the Air, and all the Inconvenien. 
cies in the World, Fve nothing to do with all 
this, cry'd. the Inn-keeper ; pay your Reckoning, 
and don't trouble me with your fooliſh Stories of 
a'Cock and a Bull: I can't afford to keep Houle 
at that Rate, Thou art both a Fool and a Knave 
of an Inn-keeper, reply'd Don Quixote: And with 
that clapping Spurs to Roxinaute, and brandifhing 
his Javelin at his Hoſt, he rode out of the Inn 
without any Oppoſition, and got a good Way 
from it, without ſo much as once looking behind 
him to ſee whether his Squire came after him. 
The Knight having thus gloriouſly bilk'd his 
Lodging, and bully'd the Inn-keeper out of his 
Reckoning, the Maſter being march'd of, there 
remain'd only the Man, who being as it were 
left in pawn, would gladly have ſheer'd off too; 
but not being ſo lucky in giving his Hoſt the Slip, 
he was fairly ſtop'd for the Reckoning. However 
he ſwore bloodily he would not pay a Croſs ; 
for the ſelf ſame Law that acquitted the Knight 
acquitted the Squire. This put the Inn-keeper 
into a great Paſſion, and made him threaten Sau- 
cho very hard, telling him if he would not pay 
him by fair Means, he would have him laid by 


the Heels that Moment. Sancho ſwore by his 
ä Maſter's 
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Maſter's Knighthood he would ſooner part with 
his Life than his Money on ſuch an Account; 
nor ſhould the Squires in Aﬀeer-ages ever have 
Occaſion to upbraid him with giving ſo ill a Pre- 
cedent, or breaking their Rights. But as ill 
Luck would have it, there happen'd to be in the 
Inn four Segovia Clothiers, three Cordoua Point» 
makers, and two Sevil Huckſters, all brisk, game» 
ſome, arch Fellows; who agreeing all in the ſame 
Deſign encompaſs'd Sancho, and pull'd him off his 
Aſs, while one of 'em went to get a Blanker. 
Then they put the unfortunate Squire into ir, and 
carry'd him into the Back-yard, where they toſs d 
him in the Air for ſeveral times together in the 
Blanket, as they do Dogs on Shrove-Tueſday. Poor 
Sancho made ſo grievous an Out. cry all the while, 
that his Maſter heard him, and imagin'd thoſe La- 
mentations were of ſome Perſon in Diſtreſs, and 


conſequently the Occaſion of ſome A— 


but having at laſt diſtinguiſh'd the Voice, he made 
to the Inn with a broken Gallop ; and finding the 
Gates ſhut, he rode about to ſee whether he might 
not find ſome other Way to get in. But he no 


ſooner came to the Back-yard Wall, which. was. 


none of the higheſt, when he was an Eye-witneſs 
of the ſcurvy Trick that was put upon the Squire. 
There he ſaw him aſcend and deſcend, and frolick 
and caper in the Air with ſo much Nimbleneſs 
and Agility, that 'tis thought the Knight himſelf 
could not have forborn laughing, had he been 
any thing leſs angry. He did his beſt to get o- 
ver the Wall, but alaſs! he was ſo bruis'd, that 
he could not ſo much as alight from his Horſe. 
This made him fume and chafe, and vent his Paſ- 
ſion in a thouſand Threats and Curſes, ſo ſtrange- 
and various that 'tis impoſſible to repeat em. But 
the more he ſtorm'd, the more they toſs'd and 
laugh'd ; 
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laugh'd ; Sancho on his Side begging, and how 
ing, and threatning,. and damning to as little 
Purpoſe as his Maſter, for cwas Wearineſs alone 
could make the Toſſers give over. Then they 
charitably put an End to his high dancing, and 
ſer him upon his Aſs again carefully wrapt in 
his Mantle. But Maritoraes's tender Soul made 
her pity a male Creature in ſuch Tribulation ; 
and thinking he had-danc'd and tumbl'd enough 
to be a dry, ſhe was ſo generous as to help him 
to a Draught of Water, which ſhe purpoſely 
drew from the Well thar Moment, that it mighe 
be the cooler. Sanchs clap'd the Pot to his Mouth, 
but his Maſter made him defiſt : Hold, hold, cry'd 
he, Son Sancho; drink no Water Child, cwill 
Kill thee : Behold I have here the moſt holy 
Balſam , two Drops of which will cure - thee 
effectually. Ha, (reply'd Sancho, ſhaking his Head, 
and looking ſowerly on the Knight with a ide 
Face) have you again forgot that I'm no Knight ? 
or would you have me caſt up the few Guts I've 
left ſince Yeſternight's Job? Keep your Brewings 
for your ſelf in the Devil's Name, and let me a- 
lone. With that he lifted the Jug to his Noſe, 
but finding it to be meer Element, he ſpirted out 
again the little he had taſted, and deſir'd the 
Wench to help him to ſome better Liquor: So 
ſhe went and fetch'd. him Wine to make him A- 
mends, and paid for't too out of her on Pocket; 
for to give the Devil his Due, twas ſaid of her, 
that tho“ ſhe was ſomewhat too free of her Fa- 
vours. yet ſhe had ſomething of Chriſtianity in 
her. As ſoon as Sancho had tipp'd off his Wine, 
he viſited his Aſs's Ribs twice or thrice with 
his Heels, and free Egreſs being granted him, be 
troop'd off, mightily tickled with the Thoughts 
ef having had his Ends; and got off r 
[5 
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thoꝰ at the Expence of his Shoulders, his uſual 
Sureties: Tis true the Inn-keeperkept his Wallet 
for the Reckoning ; but the poor Squire was ſo 
diſmay'd, and in ſuch Haſte to be gone, that he 
never miſs'd it. The Hoſt was for ſhutting the Inn- 
Doors after him for fear of the Worſt ; but the 
Toſſers would not let him, being a ſort of Fel- 
lows that would not have matter'd Don Quiz a 
Straw, tho' he had really been one of the Knights 
of the Round - Table. 
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CHAP. IV. 


Of the Diſcourſe between the Knight and the 
Squire, with other Matters worth rela- 
ting. 


Ancho overtook his Maſter, but ſo pale, ſo 
dead-hearted, and ſo mortify d, that he was 
hardly able to fer his Aſs. My dear Sancho, ſaid 
Don 2zixote, ſeeing him in that Condition, I am 
now fully convinc'd that this Caſtle, or Inn, is 
inchanted : For what could they be that made 
themſelves ſuch barbarous Sport with thee, but 


Spirits and People of the other World ? ne, | 


the rather believe this, ſeeing, that when I loo 

over the Wall and ſaw thee thus abus'd, I ſtrove 
to get over it but could not ſtir, nor by any 
Means alight from Rozinante. For, by my Ho- 
nour, could I either have got over the Wall or 
diſmounted, I would have reveng'd thee ſo effectu- 
ally on thoſe diſcourteous Wretches, that they 


fhould never have forgot the Severity of their Pu- 


niſhment, though for once I had infringed the 
Laws of Chivalry ; which, as I have often in- 
form'd thee, do nvt permit any Knight to lay 
Hands on one that is not knighted, unleſs it be 
in his own Defence, and in caſe of great Neceſſi- 
ty. Nay, quoth Sancho, I would have pay'd em 
home my ſelf, whether Knight or no Knight, but 
t was not in my Power; and yet I dare ſay, thoſe 


that made themſelves ſo merry with my Carcaſs 


were neither Spirits nor inchanted Folks, as you 
a ave 
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ſave it, but meer Fleſh and Blood as we. be; I'm 
ſure they call'd one another by their Chriſtian 
Names and Sir-Names while they made me vault 
and frisk in the Air; one was call'd Pedro Marti 


nez, tother Tenorig Hernandez ; and as for our Dog 


of a Hoſt, I heard 'em call him Juan Palomeque 
the Left-handed: Then pray don't you fancy 
that your not being able to get over the Wall nor 
to alight, was ſome Inchanter's Trick. Tis a 
Folly to make many Words ; 'tis as plain as the 
Noſe in a Man's Face that theſe ſame Adventures 
which we hunt for up and down are like to bring 
us at laſt into a Peck of Troubles, and ſuch a 
plaguy deal of Miſchief, that we ſhan't be able to 
jet one Foot afore other. The ſhort and the 
long is, I take it to be the wiſeſt Courſe to jog 
home and hook after our Harveſt, leſt we leap out of 
the Frying-pan into the Fire, or, out of God's Bleſſing 
into the warm Sun. Poor Sancho, cry'd Don Quix- 
ete, how ignorant thou art in Matters of Chivalry ! 
Come fay no more, and have Patience : A Day 
will come when thou fhall be convinc'd how 
honourable a thing it is to follow this Employ- 
ment. For, tell me, what Satisfaction in this 
World, what Pleaſure can equal that of vanquiſh- 
ing and triumphing over one's Enemy ? None 
without Doubt. It may be ſo for ought I know, 
quoth Sancho, though I know nothing of the Mat- 
ter. However, this I may venture to ſay, that ever 
ſince we are turn'd Knight-Errants, (your Wor- 
ſhip I mean, for tis not for ſuch Scrubs as my 
ſelf to be nam'd the ſame Day with ſuch Folk) 
the Devil of any Fight you have had the better in, 


unleſs it be that with the Biſcayan; and in that too 


You came off with the Loſs of one Ear and the 
Vizor of your Helmet. And what have we got 
ever ſince pray but Blows and more Blows, 
Bruiſes 
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Bruiſes and more Bruiſes ? Beſides this toſſing in 
a Blanket which fell alt to my Share, and for 
which I can't be reveng'd becauſe they were Hob. 

oblins that ſerv'd me ſo forfooth, though I 
—— long to be even with em, that I may 
know the Pleaſure you ſay there is in vanquiſh- 
ing one's Enemy. I find Sancho, cry'd Don Qu;x. 
ote, thou and I are both ſick of the ſame Diſeaſe: 
But I will endeavour with all Speed to ger me a 
Sword made with ſo much Art, that no ſort of 
Inchantment ſhall be able to hurt whoſoever ſhall 
wear it; and perhaps Fortune may put into my 
Hands that which Amadis de Gaul wore when he 
ſtyl'd hinfelf, The Knight of the burning Sword, 
which was one of the beſt Blades that ever was 
drawn by Knight ; for beſides the Virtue I now 
mention'd, it had an Edge like a Razor, and 
would enter the ſtrongeſt Armour that ever was 
tempered or inchanted. Tl lay any thing, quoth 
Sancho, when you've found this Sword, will 
prove juſt ſuch another Help to me as your Bal. 
ſam; that is to ſay, 'twill ſtand no Body in any 
ſtead but your dubb'd Knights, let the poor Devil 
of a Squire ſhift how he can. Fear no ſuch thing, 
reply'd Don Quixote; Heaven will be more propi- 
tious to thee then thou imagineſt. 

Thus they went on diſcourſing, when Don 
Quixote, perceiving a thick Cloud of Duſt ariſe 
right before em in the Road, The Day is come, 
ſaid he, turning to his Squire, the Day is come, 
Sancho, that ſhall uſher in the Happineſs whick 
Fortune has reſerv'd for me: This Day ſhall the 
Strength of my Arm be ſignaliz'd by ſuch Ex- 
ploits as ſhall be tranſmitted even to the lateſt 
Poſterity. See'ſt thou that Cloud of Duſt Sancho ? 
It is raiſed by a prodigious Army marching this 
Way, and compos'd of an infinite * of 

ationg 
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Nations. Why then, at this Rate, quoth Sancho, 
there ſhould be two Armies; for yonder's as 
great a Duſt on tother Side: With that Don Quix- 
ore lock'd, and was tranſported with Joy at the 
Sight, firmly believing that two vaſt Armies 
were ready to engage each other in that Plain: 
For his Imagination was ſo crowded with thoſe 
Pattles, Inchanements, -ſurprizing Adventures, 
2morous Thoughts, and other Whimſies which 
he had read of in Romanees, that his ſtrong Fan- 
cy chang'd every thing he ſaw into what he deſir'd 
toſee; and thus he could not conceive that the 
Duſt was only rais'd by two large Flocks of 
Sheep that were moving in two.different Roads 
in that ſpacious Plain, and could not be diſcern'd 
till they were very near: He was ſo poſttive that 
they were two Armies, that Sancho firmly believ- 
ed him at laſt, Well Sir, quoth the Squire, what 
are we to do I beſeech you? What ſhould-we do, 
reply'd Don Quixote, but aſſiſt the weaker and the 
injur'd Side? For know, Sancho, that the Army 
which now moves towards us is commanded by 
the great Alifanfaron, Emperour of the vaſt Hland 
of Taprobana: The other that advances behind us 
is his Enemy, the King-ofgthe Garamantiaus, Pen- 
tabolin with the naked Arm; ſo call'd, becauſe he 
always fights with his Arm bare. Pray Sir, -quoth 
Sancho, why are theſe two great Men going toge- 
ther by the Ears? The Occaſion of their Quar- 
re! is this, anſwer'd Don Quixote, Alifanfaron, a 
ſtrong Pagan, is in love with Pentapolin's Daughter, 
2 very beautiful Lady and a Chriſtian : Now her 
Father refuſes to give her in Marriage to the 
Heathen Prince, unleſs he abjure his falſe Be. 
lief and embrace the Chriſtian Religion. Burn 


my Beard, ſaid Sancho, if Pentapolin ben't in the 
Right on't; Vil ſtand by him, and help him all I 
may. 
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may. I commend thy Reſolution, reply'd Den 
Quixote, tis not only lawful but requiſite ; for 
there's no Need of being a Knight to fight in ſuch 
Battles, I gueſs'd as much, quoth Sancho : Bur 
where ſhall we leave my Aſs in the mean time, 
that I my be ſure to find him again after the Bat- 
tle.; for I fancy you never heard of any Man that 
ever charg'd upon ſuch a Beaſt. *Tis true, an. 
ſwer'd Don Quixote, and therefore J would have 
thee turn him looſe, though thou wert ſure ne. 
ver to find him again ; for we ſhall have ſo many 
Horſes after we have got the Day, that even Rox 
#ante himſelf will be in Danger of being chang'd 
for another. Then mounting to the Top of x 
Hillock, whence they might have ſeen both the 
Flocks had not the Duſt obſtructed their Sight. 
Look yonder, Sanche, cry'd Don Quixote! that 
Knight whom thou ſee'ſt in the gilded Arms, bear- 
ing in his Shield a crown'd Lion couchant at the 
Feet of a Lady, is the valiant Laurcalco Lord of the 
filver Bridge. He in the Armour powder'd with 
Flowers of Gold, bearing three Crows Argent in 
a Field Azure, is the formidable Micocolembo great 
Duke of Quiracia. That other of a gigantick Size 
that marches on his Right, is the undaunted Braz- 
daharbaran of Boliche, Soveraign of the three 4- 
rabia's ; he's array'd in Serpents-skin, and carries 
inſtead of a Shield a huge Gate, which they ſay be- 
long'd to the Temple which Sampſon pull'd down 
at his Death, when he reveng'd himſelf upon his 
Enemies. But caſt thy Eyes on this Side, Sancho, 
and at the Head of t' other Army ſee the ever 
victorious Timone! of Carcaiona, Prince of New 
Biſcay, whoſe Armour is quarter'd Azure, Vert, Or, 
and Argent, and who bears in his Shield a Cat Or, 
in a Field Gules, with theſe four Letters, M1 4 U, 
for a Motto, being the Beginning of his Oe) 

lame, 
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Name, the beautiful Miaulins Daughter to Al- 
pheniquen Duke of Algarva. That other mon- 
ſtrous Load upon the Back of yonder wild Horſe, 
with Arms as white as Snow, and a Shield with- 
out any Device, is a new-created Knight call'd 
pierre Papin Baron of Utrick in France: He whom 
you ſee 3 that py'd Courſer's Flanks with 
his arm'd Heels, is the mighty Duke of Nervia, 
Eſpartafilardo of the Wood, bearing in his Shield 
a Field Vert, powder'd with Aſ- " 
paragus, and a Harrow for his De- f So trails my 
vice, with this Motto f Raſtrea mi Fortune. 
suerte. And thus he went on, 
naming a great Number of others in both Armies, 
to every one of whom his fertile Imagination aſ- 
ſign d Arms, Colours, Impreſſes and Motto's, as readi- 
ly as if they had really been that Moment extant 
before his Eyes. And then proceeding without 
the leaſt Heſitation; That vaſt Body, ſaid he, 
that's juſt oppoſite to us is compos d of ſeveral 
Nations. There you ſee thoſe who drink the 
pleaſant Stream of the famous Xant haus: There 
the Mountaineers that till the Maſi/ian Fields; 
Thofe that ſift the pure Gold of Arabia Felix: 
Thoſe that inhabit the renown'd and delightful 
Banks of Thermodon. Yonder, thoſe who ſo many 
ways fluce and drain the golden Pas for its 
precious Sand. The Numidians, unſteady, and 
careleſs of their Promiſes. The Perſians, exce!- 
lent Archers The Medes and Parthians, who 
make their Flight a War. The Aras, who have 
no fix'd Habitations. The $S:3:h/ans, cruel and 
ſavage, though fair compleQion'd. The ſooty 
Ethiopians, that bore their Lips; and a thouſand 
other Nations whoſe Countenances I know, rho? 
| have forgotten their Names. On the other Side, 
come thoſe whoſe Country is water'd with the 
I. 1 Cry ſtal- 
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Cryſtal- Streams of Betis, ſhaded with Olive-Trees. 

Thoſe who bath their Limbs in the rich Flood of 

the golden Tags. Thoſe whoſe Manſions are 

| lav'd by the profitable Stream of the divine Genile. 
ll Thoſe who range the verdant Tarteffan Meadows, 
(| Thoſe who indulge their luxurious Temper in the 
0 delicious Paſtures of Xerez. The wealthy Inhabi. 
i rants of the Mancha, crown'd with golden Ears of 
| Corn. The ancient Off-ſpring of the Goths, im- 
4 mur'd with Iron. Thoſe who wanton in the lazy 
| 
| 


i Current of P/ſverga. Thoſe who feed their nu- 
N merous Flocks in the ample Plains where the Gua- 
diana, ſo celebrated for its hidden Courſe, purſues 
its wand'ring Race. Thoſe who ſhiver with Ex- 
tremity of Cold on the windy Pyrenean Hills, or 
on the hoary Tops of the ſnowy Appennine. In a 
Word, all that Eurepe includes within its ſpacious 
Bounds, half a World in an Army. 'Tis ſcarce 
to be imagin'd how many Countries he ran over, 
how many Nations he enumerated, diſtinguiſh- 
ing every one by what is peculiar to 'em, with 
an incredible Vivacity of Mind, and that ſtill in a 
the puffy Style of his fabulous Books. Sanche : 
jiſten'd to all this Romantick Muſter-Roll, as | 
mute as a Fiſh, with Amazement ; all he could do 8 
| was now and then to turn his Head on this Side 0 
4 and t'other Side, to ſee if he could diſcern the 0 
1 Knights and Giants whom his Maſter nam'd. But * 
ff at length not being able to diſcover any; why, 1 
wv cry'd he, you had as good tell me it ſnows ; the - 
th 
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Devil of any Knight, Giant, or Man can II ſee, of 
all thoſe you talk of now; who knows but all this 


1 may be Witchcraft and Spirits, like Yeſternight, 
Wn How, reply'd Don Quixote! Do'ſt thou not hear 
| al their Horſes neigh, their Trumpets ſound, and 
| if the Drums beat? Not I, quoth Sancho, I prick 

1 up my Ears like a Sow in the Beans, and yet [ 
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can hear nothing but the Bleating of Sheep, San- 
cho might juſtly ſay ſo indeed, for by this time 
the two Flocks were got very near em. Thy 
Fear diſturb thy Senſes, ſaid Don Quixote, and 
hinder thee from hearing and ſeeing right. But 
'tis no Matter ; withdraw to ſome Place of Safety, 
ſince thou art ſo terrify'd ; for I alone am ſuffici- 
ent to give the Victory to that Side which I ſhall 
favour with my Aſſiſtance. With that he couch'd 
his Lance, clapt Spurs to Rozizante, and ruſh'd 
like a Thunder-bolt from the Hillock into the 
Plain, Sancho bawl'd after him as loud as he 
could; Hold Sir, cry'd Sancho ; for Heaven's ſake 
come back. What do you mean? As ſure as I'm 
a Sinner thoſe you're going to mawl are nothing 
bur poor harmleſs Sheep. Come back, I fay. Wo 
be to him that begot me! Are you mad, Sir? 
There are no Giants, no Knights, no Cats, no 
Aſparagus-Gardens, no golden Quarters, nor 
what d'e call ems. Do's the Devil poſſeſs you? 
You're leaping over the Hedge before you come 
at the Stile. Yowre taking the wrong Sow by 
the Ear. Oh that I was ever born to ſee this Day! 
But Don Quixote ſtill riding on, deaf and Joſt to 
good Advice, out-roard his expoſtulating Squire. 
Courage brave Knights, cry'd he; march vp, fall 
on, all you who fight under the Standard of the 
valiant Pentapolin with the naked Arm Follow 
me, and you ſhall ſee how eaſily I will revenge 
him on that Infidel Alifanfaron of Taprobana ; and 
ſo ſaying, he charg'd the Squadron of Sheep with 
that Gallantry and Reſolution, that he pierc'd, 
broke and put it to Flight in an Inſtant, charg- 
ing through and through, not without a great 
Slaughter of his mortal Enemies, whom he 1:id 
at his F er, biting the Ground and wallowing 
in their Blood. The ſs 6: ſeeing their Sheep 
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go to Rack call'd out to him; till-finding. fair 
Means ineffectual they unloos'd their Slings, and 
began to ply him with Stones as big as their Fiſts, 
But the Champion diſdaining ſuch a diſtant War, 
ſpight of their Showers of Stones, ruſh'd among 
the routed Sheep, trampling both the Living and 
the Slain in a moſt terrible Manner, impatient to 
meet the General of the Enemy, and end the 
War at onee. Where, where art thou, cry'd he, 
proud Aliſanſaron? Appear ! See here a ſingle 
Knight who ſeeks thee every where, to try now, 
Hand to Hand, the boaſted Force of thy ſtrenuous 
Arm, and deprive thee of Life, as a due Puniſh. 
ment for the unjuſt War which thou haſt auda- 
cioully wag'd with the valiant Pentapolin. Juſt 
as he had ſaid this, while the Stones flew about 
his Ears, one unluckily lit upon his ſmall Ribs, 
and had like to have buried two of the ſhorteſt 
deep in the middle of his Body. The Knight 
thought himſclf lain, or at leaſt deſperately 
wounded ; and therefore calling to mind his pre- 
cious Balſam, and pulling out his Earthen Jug 
he clapt it to his Mouth: But before he had ſwal- 
jow'd a ſufficient Doſe, ſouſe comes another of 
thoſe bitter Almonds that ſpoil'd his Draught, 
and hit him fo pat upon the Jug, Hand and 
Teeth, that it broke the firſt, maim'd the ſecond, 
and ſtruck out three or four of the laſt. Theſe 
two Blows were ſo violent, that the boiſterous 
Knight falling from his Horſe, lay upon the 
Ground as quiet as the Slain; ſo that the Shep- 
herds fearing he was kill 'd, got their Flock toge- 
ther with all Speed, and carrying away their 
Dead, which were no leſs than ſeven Sheep, they 
made what Haſte they could out of e 
without looking any farther into the Matter. 
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All this while Sanche ſtood upon the Hill, 
where he was mortify'd upon the Sight of this 
brave Adventure. There he ſtamp'd and ſwore, 
and bann'd his Maſter to the bottomleſs Pir ; he 
tore his Beard for Madneſs, and curſt the Mo- 
ment he firſt knew him. But ſeeing him at laſt 
knock'd down; and ſertl'd, the Shepherds being 
ſcamper'd, he thought he might venture to come 
down ; and found him in a very ill Plight, tho' 
not altogether ſenſeleſs. Ah! Maſter, quoth he, 
this comes of not taking my Counſel. Did not 
I tell you 'twas a Flock of Sheep, and no Army? 
Friend Sancho, reply'd Don Quixote, know tis an 
eaſie Matter for Negromancers to change the 
Shapes of things as they pleaſe: Thus that ma- 
licious Inchanter, who is my inveterate Enemy, 
to deprive me of the Glory which he ſaw me 
ready to acquire, while I was reaping a full Har- 
veſt of Laurels, transform'd in a Moment the 
routed Squadrons into Sheep. If thou wilt not 
believe me, Sancho, yet do one thing for my Sake ; 
do but take thy Aſs and follow thoſe ſuppoſs'd 
Sheep at a Diſtance, and I dare engage thou ſhalt 
ſoon ſee 'em reſume their former Shapes, and 
appear ſuch as I deſcrib'd em. Bur ſtay, do not 
go yet, for I want thy Aſſiſtance : Draw near, 
and ſee how many Check-Teeth and others I 
want, for by the dreadful Pain in my Jaws and 
Gums, I fear there's a total Delapidation in my 
Mouth. With that the Knight open'd his Mouth 
as wide as he-could, while the Squire gap'd to 
tell his Grinders, . with his Snout almoſt in his 
Chaps; but juſt in that fatal Moment the Balſam 
that lay wambling and fretting in Don Quixotes 
Stomach, came up with an unlucky Hickup ; and 
with the ſame Violence that the Powder flies out 
of a Gun, all that he had in his Stomach diſ- 
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Charg'd it ſelf upon the Beard, Face, Eyes, and 
Mouth of the officious Squire. Santa Maria, cry'd 
poor Sancho, what will become. of me ! My Ma. 
iter is a dead Man; he's vomiting. his very Heart's 
Blood. But he had hardly ſaid this, when the Co- 
Jour, Smell, and Taſte ſoon undeceiv'd him; and 


linding it to be his Maſter's loathſome Drench, it 


caus'd ſuch a ſudden rumbling in his Maw, that 
before he could turn his Head he unladed the 
whole Cargo of his Stomach full in his Maſter's 
Face, and put him in as delicate a Pickle as he 


was himſelf Sancho having thus paid. him in his 


own Coin, half blinded as he was, ran to his Aſs, 
to take out ſomething to clean himſelf and his 
Maſter. But when he came to look for his Wallet, 
and found it miſſing, not rememb'ring till then 
that he had unheppily left it in the Inn, he was 
ready to run quite, out of his Wits; he ſtorm'd 
and ſtamp'd, and curs'd himſelf worſe than bo- 
fore, and reſolv'd with himſelf to let his Maſter 


go fo the Devil, and een trudge home by himſelf, 


tho' he was ſure to loſe his Wages, and his Hopes 
of being Governour of the promis'd Iſland, 


Thereupon Don Quixote got up with much ado, 
and clapping his Left-hand before his Mouth, that 


the reſt of his looſe Teeth might not drop out, 


he laid his Right-hand on Rezinante's Bridle; (for 


ſuch was the good Nature of the Creature, that 
he had nor budg'd a Foot from his Maſter) then 
he crept along to Squire Sancho, that ſtood lolling 
on his Aſ6's Pannel, with his Face in the Hollow 
of both his Hands, in a doleful moody melan- 


cholick Fit. Friend Sancho, ſaid he, ſeeing him 


thus abandon'd to Sorrow, learn of me, that one 
Man is no more than another, if he do no more 
than what another does. All theſe Storms and 


Hurricanes are but Arguments of the approach- 
ng 


| 
0 
] 
f 


ing Calm : Better Succeſs will ſoon follow our 
paſt Calamities: Good and bad Fortune have 
their Vicifſirudes ; and 'tis a Maxim, That no- 
thing violent can laſt long. And therefore we 
may wel! promiſe our ſelves a fpeedy Change in 
our Fortune, ſince our Afflictions have extended 
their Reign beyond the uſual ſtint : Beſides, thou 
ought'ſt not to affli& thy ſelf ſo much for Misfor- 
runes, of which thou haſt no Share, but whar 
Friendſhip and Humanity bid thee take. How, 
quoth Sancho Have I no other Share in them? 
Was not he that was toſs'd in the Blanket this 
Morning the Son of my Father ? And did nor 
the Wallet, and all that was in't, which I have 
loſt, belong to the Son of my Mother? How, 


ask'd Don Quixete, haſt thou loft the Wallet? I 


don't know, ſaid Sancho. whether 'tis loſt or no, 
but I'm ſure I can't tell what's become of it. 
Nay then, reply'd Don Quixote, I find we muſt 
faſt to Day. Ay marry muſt we, quoth Sancho, 
unleſs you take care to gather in theſe Fields 
ſome of! thoſe Roots and Herbs which I've heard 


you fay, and know, and which uſe to help ſuch 


unlucky Knight-Errants as your ſelf at a dead 
Lift. For all that, cry'd Don Quixote, I would 
rather have at this Time a good Luncheon of 
Bread, or a Cake and two Pilchards Heads, than 
all the Roots and Simples in D/oſcorides's Herbal, 
and Doctor Laguna's Supplement and Commenta- 
ry; I pray thee therefore get upon thy Aſs, good 
Sancho, and follow me once more; for God's 
Providence that relieves every Creature will not 
fail us, eſpecially ſince we are about a Work fo 
much to his Service : Thou ſeeſt he even pro- 


vides for the little lying InſeQs in the Air, the 


Wormlings in the Earth, and the Spawnlings in 
the Water, and in his infinite Mercy he makes 
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his Sun ſhine on the Righteous, and on the Un- 
juſt, and rains upon the Good and the Bad. Ma- 
ny Words won't fill a Buſhel, quoth Sancho, in- 
rerrupting him; you would make a better 
Preacher than a Knight-Errant, or I'm plaguily 
out. Knight-Errants, reply'd Don Quixote, ought 
ro know all things: There have been fuch in 
former Ages that have deliver'd as ingenious and 
learned a Sermon or Oration at the Head of an 
Army, as if they had raken their Degrees at the 
Univerſity of Paris: From which we may infer, 
that the Lance never dull'd the Pen, nor the Pen 
the Lance, Well then, quoth Sancho, for once 
let it be as you'd have it; let's e'en leave this 
unlucky Place, and ſeek out a Lodging; where, 
I pray God, there may be neither Blankets, nor 
Blanket-heavers, nor Hobgoblins, nor inchanted 
Moors ; for before I'll be hamper'd as I've been, 
may I be curs'd with Bell, Book, and Candle, if 
I don't give the Trade to the Devil. Leave all 
things to Providence, reply'd Don Quixote, and 
for once lead which Way thou pleaſeſt, for I 
leave it wholly to thy Diſcretion to provide us a 
Lodging. Bur firſt, I pray thee, feel a little how 
many Teeth I want in my upper Jaw on the 
Righr-ſide, for there I feel moſt Pain. With that 
Sancho feeling with his Finger in the Knight's 
Mouth, pray Sir, quoth he, how many Grinders 
did your Worſhip uſe to have on that Side.? Four, 
anſwer'd Don Quixote, beſides the Eye-Tooth, all 
of 'em whole and ſound. Think well on what 
you ſay, cry'd Sancho; 1 ſay four, reply'd Don 
Quixote, if there were not five, for I never loſt 
a Tooth before this Day. Bleſs me, quath Sancho! 
Why, you have in this neither Jaw on this Side 
but two Grinders and a Stump; and in that Part 


of your upper Jaw, never a Stump, and never a 
Grinder; 
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Grinder ; alas all's levell'd there, as ſmooth as the 
Palm of one's Hand. Oh unfortunate Don Quix- 
ete, cry'd the Knight! I had rather have loft an 
Arm, ſo it were not my Sword-Arm; for a Mouth 
without Cheek-Teeth, is like a Mill without a 
Mill-ſtone, Sancho; and every Tooth in a Man's 
Head is more valuable than a Diamond. Bur we 
that profeſs this ſtrict Order of Kanighe-Errantry, 
are all ſubje& to theſe Calamities ; and therefore 
ſince the Loſs is irretrievable, mount, my truſty 
Sancho, and go thy own Pace; III follow thee. 
Sancho obey'd, and led the Way, ſtill keeping the 
Road they were in ; which being very much beat- 
en promis'd to bring him- ſooneſt to a Lodging. 
Thus pacing along very ſoftly, for Don Quixote s 
Gums and Ribs would not ſuffer him to go faſter; 
Sancho, to divert his uneaſy Thoughts, reſolv'd to 


talk to him all the while of one thing or other, 


as the next Chapter will inform you, 
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CHAP V. 


Of the wiſe Diſcourſe betwees Sancho and 
hus Maſter ; as alſo of the Adventure of 
the dead Corps, and other famous Occur- 
rences. 


OW Sir, quoth Sancho, T can't help think- 
ing, but that all the Miſhaps that have be- 
tall'n us of late, are à juſt Judgment for the grie- 
vous Sin you've committed againſt the Order of 
Knighthood, in not keeping the Oath you ſwore, 
not to eat Bread at Board, nor to have a merry 
Bout with the Queen, and the Lord knows 
what more, till you had won What dye call him, 
the Moor's 1 Helmet I think you nam'd him. Tru- 
ly, anſwer'd Don Nui vote, thou'rt much in the 
right Sancho; and to deal ingenuouſly with thee, 
I had wholly forgot that: And now thou may'ſt 
certainly aſſure thy ſelf, thou wer't toſsd in a 
Blanket for not rememb'ring to put me in Mind 
of it. However I will take Care to make due 
Atonement, for Knight-Errantry has Ways to con- 
ciliate all ſorts of Matters. Why, quoth Sauche, 
did I ever ſwear to mind you of your Vow ? 'Tis t 
nothing to the Purpoſe, reply'd Don Quixote, whe- t 
ther thou ſwor'ſt or no: Let it ſuffice, that I think 

thou art not very clear from being acceſſary to the 
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Breach of my Vow ; and therefore to prevent the 
worſt, there will be no Harm in providing a Re- 
medy. Hark you then, cry'd Sancho, be ſure you 
don't forget your Atonement as you did your 
Oath, leſt thoſe confounded Hobgoblins come 
and mawl me, and mayhap you too, for being a 
ſtubborn Sinner. 

Inſenſibly Night overtook'em before they could 
diſcover any Lodging 3 and which was worſe, they 
were almoſt hunger-ftarv'd, all their Proviſion be- 
ing in the Wallet which Sancho had unluckily left 
behind ; and to compleat their Diſtreſs, there 
happen'd to them an Adventure, or ſomething 
that really look'd like one. 

While our benighted Travellers went on dole- 
fully in the Dark, the Knight very hungry and 
the Squire very ſharp ſer, what ſhou'd they ſee 
moving towards them but a great Number of 
Lights, that appear'd like ſo many wand'ring Stars. 
At this ſtrange Apparition down ſunk Sancho's 
Heart at once, and even Don Quixote himſelf was 
not without ſome Symptoms of Surprize. Pre- 
ſently the one pull'd to him his Aſs's Halter, the 
other his Horle 
They ſoon perceiv'd that the Lights made ditecly 
towards them, and the nearer they came the big- 
ger they appeared. At the terrible Wonder Sancho 

ook and ſhiver'd every Joint like one in a Palſy, 
and Don Quixote's Hair ſtood up an End; howe- 
ver, heroically ſhaking off the Amazement which 
that Sight ſtamp'd upon his Soul, Sanche, ſaid he, 
this muſt doubrlcſs 5 a great and moſt perillous 
Adventure, where I ſhall have Occaſion to exerc 
the whole Stock of my Courage and Strength. 
Woe's me, quoth Sancho, ſhou'd this happen to be 
another Adventure of Ghoſts, as I fear ir is, where 
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in Hell, cry'd Don Quixote, I will not ſuffer em 
to touch a Hair of thy Head : If they inſulted 
_ thee lately, know there was then between thee 
and me a Wall, over which I could not climb ; 
but now we are in the open Field, where I ſhall 
have Liberty to make uſe of my Sword. Ay, quoth 
Sancho, you may talk; but ſhou'd they bewitch 
you as they did before, what the Devil would it a- 
Vail us to be in the open Field. Come Sancho, 
reply'd Don Quixote, be of good Cheer; the E- 
vent will ſoon convince thee of the Greatneſs of 
my Valour. Pray Heav'n it may, quoth Sancho; 
Fil do my beſt, With that they rode a little out 
of the Way, and gazing earneſtly at the Lights, 
they ſoon diſcover'd a great Number of Perſons 
all in white. Ar the dreadful Sight, all poor San- 
cho's ſhuffling Courage baſely deferted him; his 
Feeth began to chatter as if he had been in an A- 
gue-Fir, and as the Objects grew nearer his Chat- 
tering encreas d. And now they could ply 
diſtinguifh about twenty Men on Horſe-back 

in white, with Torches in their Hands, follow'd 
by a Herfe covef'd over with Black, and fix Men 
in deep Mourning, whofe Mules were alſo in Black 
down to their very Heels. Thoſe in White mov'd 
fAowly, murmuring from their Lips fomething in 
2 low and lamentable Tone. This difmal Sp-Qa- 
cle at ſuch a Time of Night, in the Midſt of ſuch 
a vaſt Solitude, was enough to have ſhipwrack'd 
the Courage of a ſtouter Squire than Sancho, and 
even of his Maſter, had he been any other than 
Don Quixote + But as his Imagination ſtrait ſug- 
geſted to him that this was one of thoſe Adven- 
tures of which he had fo often read in his Books 
of Chivalry, che Herfe appear'd to him to be a 
Litter, where lay the Body of ſome Knight either 


in or dangerouſly wounded, the Revenge ot 
whoſe 
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whoſe Misfortunes was reſerv'd for his prevail- 
ing Arm. And ſo without any more ado, couch- 
ing his Lance, and ſeating himfelf firm in his 


Saddle, he poſted himſelf in the Middle of the 


Road where the Company wete to pafs. As foon 
as they came near, Stand, cry'd ho to'em in a 
haughty Tone, whoever ye be, and tell me who 
ye are, whence ye come, whither ye go, and 
what you carry in that Litter? For there's all the 
Reaſon in the World to believe, that you have 
either done or receiv'd a great deal of Harm; and 
tis requiſite I ſhould be inform'd of the Matter, 
in order either to puniſh you for the IIl you have 
committed, or elſe to revenge you of the Wrong 
you have ſuffer'd. Sir, anfwer'd one of the Men 
in White, we are in haſte; the Inn is a great Wa 

off, and we cannot ſtay to anfwer fo many Queſti- 
ons; and with that ſpurring his Mule he mov'd 
forwards. But Don Quixote, highly diffatisfy'd 
with the Reply, laid hold on the Mule's Bridle 
and ſtopp'd him: Stay, cry'd he, proud diſcour- 
teous Knight, mend your Behaviour, and give me 
inſtantly an Account of what I ask'd of ye; or 
here I defy ye all to mortal Combat. Now the 
Mule, that was ſhy and skittiſn, being thus rude- 
ly ſeiz'd by the Bridle, was prefently ſcar'd, and 
riſing up on her hinder Legs, threw her Rider 
to the Ground. Upon this one of the Footmen 
that belong'd to the Company gave Don Nuixore 
ill Language; which ſo incens'd him, that being 
reſolv'd to be reveng'd upon em all, in a migh- 
ty Rage he flew at the next he met, whohappen'd 
to be one of the Mourners. Him he threw to 
the Ground very much hurt; and then turning 
to the reſt with a wonderful Agility, he fell up- 
on 'em with ſuch a Fury, that he preſently put 
em all to flight, You wou'd have thought Rozi- 
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zante had Wings at that Time, ſo active and ſo fierce 
he then approv'd himſelf. 

le was not indeed for Men unarm'd, and naty. 
rally fearful, to maintain the Field againſt ſuch an 
Enemy ; no Wonder then if the Gentlemen in 
White were immediately diſpers'd: Some ran 
one Way, ſome another, croſſing the Plain with 
their lighted Torches ; you wou'd now have ta- 


ken them for a Parcel of frolickſome Maſque- 


raders gamboling and ſcouring on a Carnayal 
Night. As for the Mourners, they, poor Men, 
were ſo muff'd up in their long cumberſome 
Cloaks, that not being able to make their Party 
good, nor defend themſelves, they were preſent. 
ly routed. and ran away like the reſt; the ra- 
ther for that they thought 'twas no mortal Crea- 


ture, but the Devil himſelf, that was come to 
Fetch away the dead Body which they were ac- 
companying to the Grave, All the while S 


was loſt in Admiration and Aſtoniſhment, charm'd 
with the Sight of his Maſter's Valour; and now 
concluded him to be the formidable Champion 
he boaſked himſelf. 

After this the Knight; by the Light of a Torch 
that Jay burning upon the Ground, perceiving 
the Man who was thrown by his Mule lying near 
it, he rode up to him, and ſetting his Lance to 


his Throat, Vic ld, cry'd he, and beg thy Life, or 


thou dy'ſt. Alas! Sir, cry'd t'other, what need 
you ask me to yield ? I am not able to ſtir, for 
one of my Legs is broken; and I beſeech you, 
if you are a Chriſtian, do not kill me. I am a 
Maſter of Arts, and in holy Orders; 'rwould be 
a hainous Sacrilege to take away my Life. What 


® a Devil brought you hither then, if you are a 


Clergyman, cry'd Don Quixote? What elſ2 but 


my ill Fortune, reply'd the Supplicant, A wor 
hovers 
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hovers over thy Head, cry'd Don Quixote, and 


threatens thee, if thou do'ſt not anſwer this Mo- 


ment to every particular Queſtion I ask. I will,. 
Iwill Sir, reply'd the other; and firſt I muſt beg 


your Pardon for ſaying b was a. Maſter of Arts, for 
I have yet taken but my Batchelor's Degree. My 
Name is Alonſo Lopez; I am of Alcovendas, and 


came now from the Town of Baeca with eleven o- 
ther Clergymen, the ſame that now ran away with 


the Torches. We were going to Szgovis to bury 
the Corps of a Gentleman of that Town who 


dy'd at Baeca, and lies now in yonder Herſe. And: 


who kill'd him? ask'd Don Quixote. Heaven with 
a peſtilential Fever, anſwer'd the other. If it be 


ſo, ſaid Don Quixote, T am diſcharg'd of reveng- 


ing his Death. Since Heaven did it, there is no 
more to be ſaid ; had it been its Pleaſure to have 
taken me off ſo, I roo muſt have ſubmitted. I 
would have you inform'd, reverend- Sir, that I 
am a Knight of Ls Mancha, my Name Don Quix- 
ot2; my Employment is to viſit all Parts of the 


World in queſt of Adventures, to right and 


relieve injur'd Innocence, and puniſh Oppreſſion. 
Truly Sir, reply'd the Clergyman, I do not un- 
derſtand how you can call that to right and relieve 
Men, when 'you break their Legs: You've made 
that crooked which was right and ſtraight. before, 
and Heaven knows whether it can ever be fer 
right as long as I live: Inſtead of relieving. the 
Injur'd, I fear you have now. injur'd me paſt Re- 
lief; and while you ſeck Adventures, you have 
made me meet with a very great Miſadventure. 
All things, reply'd Don Quote, are not bleſꝰd a- 
like with a proſperous Event, good Mr. Batchelor : 
You ſhou'd have taken Care not to have thus gone 
a proccioning in theſe defol:re, Plains, at this 
luſpicious time of Night, with your white — 

plices. 
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plices, burning Torches, and Sable Weeds, like 
Ghoſts and Goblins that went about to ſcare 
People out of their Wits: For I could not omir 
doing the Duty of my Profeſſion, nor would I 
have forborn 1 you though you had real - 
ly been all Lucifer's infernal Crew; for ſuch I took 
ou to be, and till this Moment cou'd have no 
5 Lan) inion of you. Well Sir, faid the Bat- 
chelor, ſince tis my hard Fortune, I muſt only 
deſire you, as you are a Knight-Errant, and a Re- 
lever of the Oppreſs'd, to help me get from 
under my Mule, for it lies ſo heavy upon me 
that I cannot get my Foot out of the Stirrup, 
Why did not you acquaint me ſooner with your 
Grievance ? cry'd Don Quixote; I might have talk- 
ed on till to Morrow Morning and never have 
thought on't. With that he call'd Sancho, who 
made no great Haſte, for he was much better em- 
ploy'd in rifling a Load of choice Proviſions, which 
the holy Men carry'd along with 'em on 2 Sump- 
" ter-Mule. He had ſpread his Coat on the Ground, 
and having laid on it as much Food as it would 
hold, he wrapp'd it up like a Bag, and laid the 
Booty on his Aſs; and then away he ran to his 
Maſter, and help'd him to fer the Batchelor upon 
his Mule. After which he gave him his Torch, 
and Don Quixote bad him follow his Company, 
and excufe him for his Miſtake, though all things 
confider'd, he could not avoid doing what he had 
done. And Sir, quoth Sancho, if the Gentlemen 
would know who 'twas that fo well threſn'd their 
Jackets, you may tell em 'twas the famous Don 
Nui xote de la Mancha, otherwiſe called :he Knight 
of the woeful Figure. 
When the Batchelor. was gone, Don 2#: «te 
ask'd Sancho why he call'd him the Knight of the 
wockul Figure? I'll tell you why, quoth Sau- 
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cho; T have been ſtaring upon you this pretty 
while by the Light of that unlucky Prieſt's Torch, 
and may I ne'er ſtir if e'er I fat Eyes on a more 
diſmal Figure in my Born-days ; and I ean't tell 
what ſhould be the Cauſe on't, unleſs your being 
tir'd after this Fray, or the want of your Wor- 
ſhip's Teeth. That's not the Reaſon, cry'd Don 
Quixote; no Sancho, I rather conjeCture that the 
Sage who is commiſſion'd by Fate to regiſter 
my Atchievements, thought it convenient I ſhould 
aſſume a new Appellation, as all the Knights of 
yore; for one was calld the Knight of the 
burning Sword, another of the Unicorn, a third 
of the Phaenix, a fourth the Knight of the 
Damſels, another of the Griffin, and another the 
Knight of Death; by which By-names and Di- 
ſtinctions they were known all over the Globe. 
There face doubtleſs that learned Inchanter, my 
Hiſtorian, has inſpit'd thee with the Thought of 
giving me that additional Appellation of the 
Knight of the woeful Figure. And according» 
ly I arrogate the Name, and intend hencefor- 
wards to be diſtinguiſh'd by that Denomination. 
And that it may ſeem the more proper, I will 
with the fiſt Opportunity have a moſt wocful Fi- 
gure painted on my Shield. O' my Word, quoth 
Sazcho, you may e'en ſave the Money, and in tead 
of having a woeful Figure painted. you need do 
no more but only ſhew your own. I'm bur in jeſt, 
35 a Body may fy, but what with the want of 
your Teeth, and what with Hunger, you look ſo 
queerly and ſo woefully, that no Painter can draw 
you a Figure ſo fit for your Purpoſe as your Wor- 
ſhip's. This merry Conceit of Sancho extorted a 
Smile from his Maſter's auſtere Countenance : 
However he perſiſted in his Reſolution about the 
Name and the Picture; and after a Pauſe, a _ 
en 
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den Thought diſturbing his Conſcience, Sancho, 
cry'd he, i am afraid of being excommunicated 
for having laid violent Hands upon 2» Man in holy 
Orders; Juxta ilud ; ſi qurs ſuaden:e Dia'els, Oc, 
Can. 7, Diftin# 134. But yet, now I think better 
on't, I never touch'd him with my Hands, but on. 
ly with my Lance; beſides, I did not in che leaſt 
ſuſpe& I had to do with Prieſts, whom I honour 
and revere as every good Catholick and faichful 
Chriſtian ought to do, but rather took 'en to be 
evil Spirits. Well, let the worſt come to the 
worſt, I remember what befel the Ca Ruy-Dir 
when he broke to Pieces the Chair of a King's 
Ambaſſador in the Pope's Preſence, for whichi he 


was excommunicated ; which did not hinder the 


worthy Redrigo de Vivar from behaving himſelf 
that Day like a valorous Knight and a Man of 
Honour. | 
This faid, Don Quixote was/ for viſiting the Herſe, 
to have ſeen whether what was in it were only 
dead Bones. But San:ho would nor let him ; Sir, 
th he, you are come off now with a whole 
kin, and much bee an you have done hither- 
to. Who knows bir thei fame Fellows that are 
now ſcamper'd oF, may chance to bethink them- 
ſelves what a Shame ir is for 'em to have ſuffer'd 
themſelves to be thus routed by a fingle Man, 
and ſo come back and fall upon us all at once; 
then we ſha'l have Work enough upon our Hands. 
The A% is in good Cafe. There's a Hill not far 
off, and gur Bellies cry Cup-board. Come, let's 
een get out of Harm's-way, and not let the Plough 
ſtand to catch a Mouſe, as the Saying is; To theGrave 
with the Dead, and them that live to the Bread. 
With that he put on a Dog-trot with his Aſs, and 
his Maſter, bethinking himſelf that he was in the 


right, put on after him without replying. ad 
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After they had rid a little Way, they came to a 
Valley that lay ſculking between two Hills; 
there they alighted, and Sancho having open'd 
his Coat and ſpread it on the Graſs, with the Pro- 
viſion which he had bundl'd up in it, our two 
Adventurers fell on; and their Stomachs being 
ſharpen'd with the Sauce of Hunger, they eat 
their Breakfaſt, Dinner, Afternoon s Luncheon, 
and Supper all at one Time, feaſting themſelves 
with Variety of cold Meats, which you may be 
ſure was the beſt that could be got, the Priefts, 
who had brought it for their own eating, being 
like the reſt of their Coat, none of the worſt. 
Stewards for their Bellies, and knowing how to 
make much of themſelves. & 

But now they began ro grow ſenſible of a very 
great Misfortune, and ſuch a Misfortune as was 
emoan'd by poor Sancho, as one of the ſaddeſt 
that ever could befall him; for they found they 
had not one Drop. of Wine to waſh down their 
Meat and quench their Thirſt, which now ſcorch'd 
and choak'd em worſe than Hunger had pinch'd 
'em before. However, Sancho conſidering they 
were in a Place where the Graſs was freth and 
green, ſaid to his Maſter ——. what you ſhall find 
in the. following Chapter. 


CHAP. 
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Of a wonderful Adventure Atchiev d by the 
Palorous Don Quixote de la Mancha; 
the like never compaſs'd with leſs Danger 


, by any of the moſt famous Knights in the 
World. 


6 HE Graſs is ſo freſh (quoth Sancho, half 
choak d with Thirſt) that I dare lay my 

Lite we ſhall light of ſome Spring or Stream 
hereabouts; therefore, Sir, let's look, I beſcech 
you, that we may quench this confounded Drouth 
that plagues our Throats ten times worſe than 
Hunger did our Guts. Thereupon Don Quixote 
leading Rozinante by the Bridle, and Sancho his 
Aſs by the Halter, after he had laid up the Re- 
| verſion of their Meal, they went feeling about, 
1 only 1 by their Gueſs; for 'twas ſo dark 
| they ſcarce could ſee their Hands. They had not 
gone above two hundred Paces before they heard 

a Noiſe of a great Water-fall; which was to them 

the moſt welcome ſound in the World. Bur then 
| liſtening with great attention to know on which 
ſide the grateful Murmur came, they on a ſud- 
den heard another kind of Noiſe that ſtrangely 
allay'd the Pleaſure of the firſt, eſpecially in 
Sancho, who was naturally fearful, and puſilanim- 


. 
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ous. They heard a terrible Din of obſtreperous M 
Blows, ſtruck with Meaſure, and a more dread- 1 4 
ful rattling of Chains and Irons, which together ru 
with the roaring of the Waters, might have WW 


fill'd 
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$11'd any other Heart but Don Quixote's with 
Terrour and Amazement. Add to this the 
Horrours of dark Night and Solitude, in an un- 
known Place, the loud ruſtling of the Leaves of 
ſome lofty Trees, under which Fortune brought 
'em at the ſame unlucky Moment ; and the whiſt- 
ling of the Wind, which concurr'd with the 
other diſmaying Sounds ; the fall of the Waters, 
the thundering Thumps, and the clinking of 
Chains. The worſt, too was, that the Blows 
were redoubled without ceaſing, the Wind blow'd 
on, and Day-light was far Diſtant. But then ir 
was, Don Quixote, ſecur'd by intrepidity his un- 
ſeparable Companion, mounted his Rexinante, 
brac'd his Shield, brandiſh'd his Lance, aud ſhew'd 
.a Soul unknowing Fear, and ſuperiour to Danger 
and Fortune. Know, Sancho, cry'd he, I was born 
in this Iron-Age, to refbore the Age of Gold, or 
the Golden Age, as ſome chuſe to call it. I am 
the Man for whom Fate has reſerv'd the moſt 
dangerous and formidable Attempts, the moſt 
ſtupendious and glorious Adventures, and the 
moſt valorous Feats of Arms. I am the Man who 
muſt revive the Order of the Round-Table, the 
twelve Peers of France, and the nine Worthies. 
And efface the Memory of your Platyrs, your 
Tablantes, your Olivgntes, and your Tiranſes, Now 
muſt your Knights of the Sun, your Belianis's, 
and all the numerous Throng of vulgar Herces, 
and Knights-Errant of former Ages, ſee the Glory 
of all their moſt dazzling Actions Eclips'd and 
darken'd by my more IIluſtrious Exploits. Do 
but obſerve. .O thou my faithful Squire, what a 
Mulrifarions Aſſemblage of Terrours ſurrounds us 
A horrid Darkneſs, a doleful Solitude, a confus'd 
ruſtling of Leaves, a diſmal rattling of Chains, 
a howling of the Winds, an aſtoniſhing noiſe of 
Cataracts, 
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Cataracts, that ſeem to fall with a boiſt'rous Ra- 
pidity, from the ſteep Mountains of the Moon; 2 
terrible ſound of redoubl'd Blows, ſtill wound. 
ing our Ears like furious Thunder-claps, and a 
dead and univerſal Silence of thoſe things thar 
might buoy vp the ſinking Courage of frail Mor. 
tality. In this extremity of Danger, Mars him- 
ſelf might tremble with the Affright. Vet I in the 
midſt of all theſe unutterable Alarms, ſtill re- 
main undaunted and unſhaken. "Theſe are but 
incentives to my Valour, and but animate my 
Heart the more ; it grows too big and mighty 
for my Breaſt, and leaps at the approach of this 
threat'ning Adventure, as formidable as tis like 
to prove. Come, girt Rozinante ſtraigbtec, and 
then Providence protect thee : Thou may'ſt ſtay 
for me here; but if I do not return in three 
Days, go back to our Village; and from thence, 
for my ſake, to T»boſo, where thou ſhalt ſay to my 
incomparable Lady Du'cines, That her faithful 
Knight fell a Sacrifice ro Love and Honour, while 
he attempted things that might have made him 
worthy to be-calF'd her Adorer. 

When Sancho heard his Maſter talk thus, he fell 
a weeping in the moſt pitiful manner in the 
World. Pray Sir, cry'd he, why will you thus 
run your ſelf into Miſchief ? What need you 
go about this rueful Miſventure? Tis main 
dark, and there's ne'er a living Soul ſees us ; we 
have nothing to do but to ſheer off, and get out 
of Harm's way, though we were not'to drink 
a drop theſe three Days. Who is there to take no- 
rice of our Flinching? I've heard our Parſon, 
whom you very well know, fay in his Pulpir, 
That he who ſecks Danger, periſhes therein. 
And therefore we ſhould not tempt Heaven by 
going about a thing that we cannot compaſs pu 
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by a Miracle. Is't not enough, think you, that 


it has preſerv'd you from being toſs'd in a Blanket, 
as I was, and made you come off ſafe and ſound 
from among ſo many Goblins that went with the 
dead Man? If all this won't work upon that 


hard Heart of yours, do but think of me, and 


reſt your ſelf ailur'd, that when once you've left 
your poor Sancho, he'll be ready to give up the 
Ghoſt for very Fear, to the next that will come 
for't: I left my Houſe and Home, my Wife, 
Children, and all to follow you, hoping to be the 
better for'c, and not the worſe ; but as Covetouſ- 
neſs breaks the Sack, ſo has it broke me and my 
Hopes; for while I thought my ſelf Cock-ſure 
of that Unlucky and Accurs'd Iſland, which you 
ſo often promis'd me, you mean to drop me here 
in a ſtrange Place. Dear Maſter, don't be ſo hard 
hearted ; and if you won't be perſwaded not to 
meddle with this ungracious Adventure, do but 
put it off till you can ſee: Tis but three Hours 
to Day-light; for, according to my little skill, 
the Muzzle of the leſſer Bear is juſt over our 
Heads. How can'it thou ſee the Muzzle of the 
Bear, ask'd Don Quixote? There's not a Star to 


be ſeen in the Sky. That's true, quoth Sancho ; 


but Fear is ſharp-ſighted, and can ſee things under 
Ground, and much more in the Skies. Let Day 
come, or not come, tis all one to me, cry'd the 
Champion; it ſhall never be Recorded of Don 
Quixote, that either Tears or Entreaties could make 


him neglec the Duty of a Knight. Then Sancho, | 
ſay no more; for Heaven that has inſpir'd me 


with a Reſolution of attempting this dreadful Ad- 
venture, will certainly take care of me and thee : 
Come quickly, girt my Steed, and ſtay here for 
me; for you will ſhortly hear of me again, ei- 
ther alive or dead. 


7 
SHgucsbe 


FT,” 4. 5 — 8 —— 4A 
63 5 A FW — 4 = Ax fs — may vt Un 
3 K v * Vu: * ag — __ * 1 * * 1 - & 
* ene -- HP TIES 8 
=_ 


* 
them | n cs 4 
«uz %, 9 N * - 
— * * Pp. = 4 » > SD .< 
. — Ae" . N 4 Zo. 
5 mien $24 
A—w Oo» 1 A ” 
—_— * ee 
yr — TY 3a _— » 
8 Ca co 7 


192 The Life and Atchieveme nts 


Sancho finding his Maſter Obſtinate, and nei. 
ther to be mov'd with Tears nor good Advice, 
reſolvd to try a Trick of Policy to keep him 
there till Day-light : And accerdingly, while he 
pretended to faſten the Girths, he {lily ty'd Roz. 
nantes hinder-Legs with his Aſs's Halter, with. 
out being ſo much as ſuſpeQed : So that when 
Don Quixote thought to have mov'd forwards 
he found his Horſe would not go a ſtep without 
leaping, though he Spurr'd him on ſmartly. Sau- 
cho perceiving his Plot took ; look you, Sir, quoth 
he, Heaven's o'my fide, and won't let Rozinante 
budge a Foot forwards; and now if you'll ſtill be 
Spurring him, T dare Pawn my Life 'twill be but 
ftriving againft the Stream ; or, as the Saying is, 
but kicking againſt the Pricks. Don Quixote fret- 
ted and chaf d. and rav'd, and was in a deſperate 
Fury to find his Horſe ſo ſtubborn ; but at laſt, ob. 
ſerving that the more he Spurr'd and gall'd his 
Sides, the more reſty he prov'd, he though unwil- 
lingly reſolv'd to have Patience till 'twas light. 
Well, ſaid he, ſince Rozinante will not leave this 
Place, I muft tarry in't till the Dawn, though 
its flowneſs will coſt me ſome Sighs. You ſhall 
not need to ſigh nor be Melancholy, quoth Sau- 
cho, for I'll undertake to tell you Stories till ir 
be Day, unleſs your Worſhip had rather get off 
your Horſe, and take a Nap upon the green Gr2ls, 
as Knights-Errant are wont, that you may be the 
freſher and the better able in the Morning to go 
through that Monſtrous Adventure that waits for 
you. What do'ſt thou mean by this Alighting 
and ſleeping, reply'd Don Quixote? Think'ſt thou 
IT am one of thoſe Carpet-Knights that abandon 
themſelves to Sleep and lazy Eaſe, when Danger 
is at hand? No, fleep thou, that art born to Sleep; 


or do what thou wilt, As for my ſelf, he 
What 
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what I have to do. Good Sir, quoth Sancho, don't 

ut your ſelf into a Paſſion, I meant no ſuch 
Thing not I: Saying this, he clapp'd one of his 
Hands upon the Pummel of Rozinante's Saddle, and 
rother upon the Crupper, and thus he ſtood em- 
bracing his Maſter's left Thigh, not daring to 
budge an Inch, for fear of the Blows that dinn'd 
continually in his Ears. Don Quixote then thought 
fit to claim his Promiſe, and deſir'd him to tell 
ſome of his Stories to help to paſs away the Time. 


Sir, quoth Sancho, I'm woefully frighted, and 


have no heart to tell Stories, however, I'll do my 

beſt; and now I think on't there's one come into 

my Head, which if I can but hit on't right, and 
nothing happen to put me out, is the beſt Story 

| you ever heard in your Life; therefore liſten, 
for I'm going to begin. In the days of Yore, 
when it was as it was, Good betide us all, and 
Evil to him that Evil ſeeks. And here, Sir, you 
are to take notice that they of old did not begin 
their Tales with ordinary Diſcourſes; for 'twas a 
Saying of a wiſe Man whom they call'd Cars Zon- 
ſorin, that ſaid, Evil to him that Evil ſeeks, which 
is as pat for your purpoſe, as a Pudding for a Fri- 
er's Mouth; that you may neither meddle nor 
make, nor ſeek Evil and Miſchief for the nonce, 
but rather get out of harm's way, for no Body 
forces us to run into the Mouth of all the De- 
vils in Hell that wait for us yonder. Go on 
with the Story, Sancho, cry'd Don Quixote, and 
leave the reſt to my Diſcretion. I ſay then, quoth 
Sancho, that 1n a Country-Town in Eſtremadura, 
there liv'd a certain Shepherd, Goat-herd I ſhouid 
have ſaid ; which Goat-herd, as the Story has it, 
was call'd Lope Ruyz: And this Tepe Ruyx was in 
Love with a Shepherdefs, 'whoſe Name was Toral- 
va, the which Shepherdeſs, whoſe Name was Tora's 
Vol. I, K va, 
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va, was the Daughter of a wealthy Grazier, and 
this Grazie If thou goeſt on at this rate, cry'd 
Don Quixote, and mak'ſt ſo many needleſs; Repe. 
titions, thou lt not have told thy Story theſe two 
Days. Prethee tell it conciſely, and like a Man 
of Senſe, or let it alone. I tell it you, quoth San. 
cho, as all Stories are told in our Country, and 1 
can't for the Blood of me tell it any other way, 
nor is it fit I ſhould alter the Cuſtom. Why 
then tell it how thou wilt, reply'd Don Quixote, 
ſince my ill Fortune forces me to ſtay and hear 
thee. Well then, Dear Sir, quoth Sancho, as [ 
was ſaying, this ſame Shepherd, Goat. heard I 
ſhould have, faid, was woundily in Love with 


that ſame Skepherdeſs Toralvua, who was a well 


cruſs'd, round, crummy, ſtrapping Wench, Coy 
and Froppiſn, and ſomewhat like a Man, for ſhe 


had a kind of Beard on her upper Lip; methinks 


I ſee her now ſtanding before me. Thea J ſup- 
poſe thou knew'ſt her, ſaid Don Quixote. Not T, 
anſwer'd Sancho, I neter ſat Eyes on her in my 
Life; but he that told me the Story ſaid this 
was ſo true, that I might vouch it for a real 
Truth, and even ſwear I had ſeen it all my ſelf. 
Well, — but, as you know, Days go and come, 
and Time and Straw makes Medlars ripe; ſo 
it happen'd, that after ſeveral Days coming and 
going, the Devil, who ſeldom lies dead in a 
Ditch, but will have a Finger in every Pye, ſo 
brought it about, that the Shepherd fell out with 
his Sweet-heart, inſomuch that the Love he bore 
her turn'd into Dudgeon and III-will; and the 
cauſe was, by report of ſome miſchievous Tale- 
carriers that bare no good Will to either Party, 
for that the Shepherd thought her no better than 
ſhe ſhou'd be, and looſe i'the Hilts, and free of 
her Hips. Thereupon being grievous in the 
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Dumps about it, and now bitterly hating her, 
he e'en reſolv'd to leave that Country to ger 
out of her Sight: For now, as every Dog has 
his Day, the Wench perceiving he came no longer 
a Suitering to her, but rather toſs'd his Noſe 
at her, and ſhuan'd her, ſhe began to Love him 


and doat upon him like any thing. That's the 


Nature of Women, cry'd Don Quixote, not to 
Love when we love them, and to Love when we 
Love them not. But go on The Shepherd 
then gave her the ſlip, continu'd Sancho, and 
driving his Goats before him, went trudging 
through Eſtremadura, in his way to Portugal. But 
Toralwa having a long Noſe ſoon ſmelt his Deſign, 
and then what does ſhe do, think ye, but comes 
after him bare-foot and bare-legg'd, with a Pil- 


grim's Staff in her Hand, and a Wallet at her 


Back, wherein they ſay ſhe carry'd a piece of a 
Looking-Glaſs, half a Comb, a broken Pot with 
Paint, and I don't know what other Trinkum 
Trankums to prink her ſelf up. But let her carry 
what ſhe wou'd, 'tis no Bread and Butter of mine; 
the ſhort and the long is, That they fay the 
Shepherd with his Goats got at laſt to the River 
Guadiana, which happen'd to be over-flow'd at 
that time, and what's worſe than III. luck, there 
was neither Boat nor Bark to Ferry him over ; 
which vex'd him the more en perceiv'd 
Toralva at his Heels, and he fear'd to be teaz'd 
and plagu'd with her Weeping and Wailing, 
At laſt he ſpy'd a Fiſher-man in a little Boar, 
but ſo little it was, that it would carry but 
one Man and one Goat at a time. Well, for 
all that, he call'd to the Fiſher-man, and a- 
greed with him to carry him and his three hun- 
dred Goats over the Water. The Bargain being 
ſtruck, the Fiſher-man came with his Boat, and 
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carry'd over one Goat; then he row'd back and 
fetch'd another Goat, and after that another Coar. 
Pray Sir, quoth Sancho, be ſure you keep a good 
Account how many Goats the Fiſher-man Fer- 
Ties over; for if you happen but to miſs one, 
my Tale's at an end, and the Devil a Word 1 
have more to ſay. Well then, whereabouts was 
I ?——Ho ! I ha't—Now the Landing Place on 
the other ſide was very Muddy and Slippery, 
which made the Fiſher-man be a long while in 
going and coming ; yet for all thar, he took 
Heart o' Grace, and made ſhift to carry over one 
Goat, then another, and then another. Come, 
ſaid Don Quixote, we'll ſuppoſe he has landed them 
all on the other ſide of the River; for as thou 
goeſt on One by One we ſhall not have done theſe 
twelve Months. Pray, let me go on in my own 
Way, quoth Sancho: How many Goats are got 
over already ? Nay, how the Devil can I tell, re- 
ply'd Don Quixote. There it is! quoth Sanchs ; 
Did not I bid you keep Count? On my Word 
the Tale is at an end, and now you may go 
whiſtle for the Reſt. Ridiculous, cry'd Don 
Quixote: Prethee is there no going on with the 
Story unleſs I know exactly how many Goats are 
wafted over? No marry is there not, quoth 
Sancho; for as ſoon as you anſwer'd, that you 
could not tell, the reſt of the Story quite and 
clean ſlipp'd out of my Head; and Troth ' tis a 
thouſand Pities, for 'twas a ſpecial one. So then, 
cry'd Don Quixote, the Story's ended. Ay marry is 
it, quoth Sancho, tis no more to be fetch'd to Life 
than my dead Mother. Upon my Honour, cry'd 
Don Quixote, a moſt extraordinary Story, and told 
2nd concluded in as extraordinary a manner! Tis 
2 None-ſuch I dare engage; though truly I expect- 


ed no leſs from a Man of ſuch —— 
als ! 
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Alaſs! poor Sancho, I am afraid this dreadful Noiſe 
has turn'd thy Brain. That may well be, quoth 
Sancho; but as for my Story I'm ſure there's no- 
thing more to be ſaid, for where you loſe the 
Account of the Goats there it ends. Let it be 
ſo, reply'd Don Quixote; but now let's try whether 
Rovinante be in Humour to March: With that 
he gave Rexinante two Spurs, and the high-mettI'd 
Jade anſwer'd with one Bound, and then ſtood 
ſtock ſtill, not having the command of his hind 
Legs. 

Nach about this Time, whether it were the 
Coolneſs of the Night, or that Sancho had eaten 
ſome looſening Food at Supper, or, which ſeems 
more probable, that Nature by a regular Impulſe 
gave him notice of her Deſire to perform a cer- 
tain Function that follows the third ConcoQion ; 
it ſeems, honeſt Sancho found himſelf urg'd ro do 
that which no body cou'd do for him : But ſuch 
were his Fears that he durſt not for his Life ſtir 
the breadth of a Straw from his Maſter; yet to 
think of bearing the intolerable Load that preſs'd 
him ſo, was to him as great an Impoſſibility. In 
this perplexing Exigency, (with leave be it ſpo- 
ken) he cou'd find no other Expedient but to 
take his Right Hand from the Crupper of the Sad- 
dle, and ſoftly untying his Breeches, let 'em 
drop down to his Heels; having done this, he as 
ſilently took up his Shirt, and expos'd his Poſte- 
riours, which were none of the leaſt, to the open 
Air, But the-main Point was how to eaſe him- 
ſelf of this terrible Burden without making a 
Noiſe ; to which purpoſe he clutch'd his Teeth 
cloſe, ſcrew'd up his Face, ſhrunk up his Shoulders, 


and held his Breath as much as poſſible. Yer ſee 
what Misfortunes attend the beſt projected Un- 
dertakings. When he had almoſt compaſs'd his 
| K 3 Deſign, 
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Deſign, he could not hinder an obſtreperous 


Sound, very different from thoſe that caug'd 
his Fear, from unluckily burſting out. Hark! 
cry'd Don Quixote, who heard it, what Noiſe 
is that, Sancho? Some new Adventure, I'll 
warrant you, quoth Sancho, for ill Luck, you 
know, ſeldom comes alone. Having paſs'd of 
the Thing thus, he e'en ventur'd to'ther Strain, 
and did it ſo cleverly, that, without the leaſt Re. 
dort or Whiſper, his Buſineſs was done effeQu. 
ally, to the unſpeakable Eaſe of his Body and 
Mind. 

But Don Quixote having the Senſe of Smelling 
25 perfect as that of Hearing, and Sancho ſtanding 
fo very near or rather joyn'd to him, certain 
Fumes that aſcended perpendicularly began to 
regale his Noſtrils with a Smell not fo grateful 
as Amber. No ſooner the unwelcome Streams 


diſturbd him but having Recourſe to the com- 


mon Remedy, he ſtopp'd his Noſe, and then with 
a ſnuffling Voice, Sancho, ſaid he, thou art cer- 
tainly in great Bodily Fear. So J am, quoth Sa- 
cb; but what makes your Worſhip perceive it 
now more than you did before? Becauſe, re- 
ply'd Don Quixote, thou ſmelleſt now more un- 
fxvourily than you did before. Hoh! that may 
be, quoth Sancho, But whoſe Fault's that? You 
may een thank your ſelf forte. Why do you 
lead me a wild Gooſe chace, and bring me at 
ſuch vnſeaſonable Hours to ſuch dangerous 
Places? You know I a'n't us'd to't. Prethee, 
ſaid Don Qulxote, ſtill holding his Noſe, get 
thee three or four Steps from me; and for 
the future take more Care, and know your 
Diſtance; for I find, thou think'ſt my Fa- 
miliarity with thee may privilege thee to 
want Reſpe&. I warrant, quoth Sancho, eo 
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think I have been doing ſomething I ſhould* 


not have done. Come, ſay no more, cry'd Don 
Quixote, the more thou'le ſtir, the worſe twill 
be. Slim & 

This Biſcourſe, ſuch as it was, ſerv'd them to 
paſs away the Night; and now Sancho ſeeing the 
Morning ariſe thought it time to unty Rozinaute 8 
Feet, and do up his Breeches; and he did both 
with ſo much Caution that his Maſter ſuſpe&ed 
nothing. As for Rozinante, he no ſooner felt him- 
felt at Liberty, but ke ſeem'd to expreſs his Joy 
by pawing the Ground ; for, with his Leave be 
it ſpoken, he was a Stranger to Curvetting and 
Prancing. Don Quixote alſo took it as a goed 
Omen that his Steed was now ready to move, 
and believ'd it was a Signal given him by kind 
Fortune, to animate him to give Birth to the ap- 
proaching Adventure. 

Now had Aurora diſplay'd her roſy Mantle over 
the bluſhing Skies, and dark Night withdrawn 
her Sable Vail; all Objects ſtood confeſt to hu- 
mane Eyes, and Don Quixote could now perceive 
he was under ſome tall Cheſnut- Trees, whoſe 
thick ſpreading Boughs diffus d an awful Gloom 
around the Place, but he could not yet diſcover 
whence proceeded the diſmal Sound of thoſe in- 
ceſſant Strokes. Therefore, being reſolv'd to find 
it out, once more he took his Leave of Sancho, 
with the ſame Injunctions as before; adding 
withal, that he ſhould not trouble himſelf about 
the Recompence of his Services, for he had taken 
Care of that in his Will, which he had provi- 
dently made before he left home; but if he eame 
off victorious from this Adventure, he might 
moſt certainly expect to be gratify'd with the 
Promis'd Iſland. Sancho could not forbear blub- 
bering again to hear theſe _ — 
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his Mafter, and reſolv'd not to leave him till he 
had finiſh'd this Enterprize. And from that 
deep Concern, and this nobler Reſolution to at- 
tend him, the Author of this Hiſtory infers, That 
the Squire was ſomething of a Gentleman by 
Deſcent, or at leaſt the Offspring of the old 
Chriſtians. Nor did his good Nature fail to 
move his Maſter more than he was willing to 
ſhew, at a Time when he behov'd him to ſhake 
off all ſofter Thoughts; for now he rode to- 
wards the Place whence the Noiſe of the 
Blows and. the Water ſeem'd to come, white 
Sanchks trudg'd after him, leading by the Halter 
the inſeparable Companion of his good and bad 

- Fortune. | 
After they had gone a pretty way under a 
pleaſing Covert of Cheſnut-Trees, they came in- 
to a Meadow adjoyning to certain Rocks, from 
whoſe Tep there was a great Fall of Waters. 
At the Foot of thoſe Rocks they difcover'd cer- 
tain old ill-contriv'd Buildings, that rather look'd 
like Ruins than inhabired Houſes ;- and they 
perceiv'd that the terrifying Noiſe of the Blows, 
which yet continued, iſſu'd out of that Place. 
When they came nearer, even patient Rozinan:e 
himſelf ſtarted zt the dreadful Sound; but being 
hearten'd and pacify'd by his. Maſter, he was at 
laſt prevail'd with to- draw nearer and nearer 
with wary Steps; the Knight recommending 
himſelf all the way moſt devoutly to his Dulc:- 
nea, and now and then alſo to Heaven in ſhort 
Ejaculations. As for Sancho, he ſtuck cloſe to his 
Maſter, peeping all the way through Rvz:nante's 
Legs, to ſee if he could perceive what he dread- 
ed to find our. When a little farther at the 
doubling of the Point of a Rock, they plainly 
diſcover'd (kind Reader, do not take it _ 
IX 
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Six huge Fulling-Mill- Hammers, which inrer- 
changeably thumping ſeveral pieces of Cloth, 
made the terrible Noiſe that caus'd all Don 
Quexote's Anxieties and Sancho's Tribulation that 
Night. 

Don Quixote was ſtruck dumb. at this unex- 
pected Sight, and was ready to drop from his 
Horſe with Shame. and Confuſion. Sancho ſtar'd 
upon him, and. ſaw him hang down his Head, 
with a deſponding dejeted Countenance, like a 
Man quite diſpirited with this curſed Diſappoint- 
ment. At the ſame Time he look'd upon San- 
cho, and ſeeing by his Eyes, and his Cheeks 
ſwell'd with Laughter, that he was ready to 
burſt, he could not forbear laughing himſelf in 
ſpight of all his. Vexation; ſo that Sancho ſee» 
ing his Maſter begin, immediately gave a Looſe 
to his Mirth, and broke out into ſuch a Fir of 
Laughing, that he was forc'd to hold his Sides 
with both his Knuckles for fear of burſting his 
zking Paunch. Four times he ceas'd, and four 
times renew d his obſtreperous Laughing; which 
Saucineſs Don Quixote began to reſent with great 
Indignation ; and the more when Sancho,. in a 
jeering Tone, preſum'd to ridicule him with his 
own Words, repeating part of the vain Speech 
he made when firſt they. heard the Noiſe ; Know, 
Sancho, I was born. in thu Iron. Age to reſtore the 
Age of Gold. I am the Man for whom Heaven has 
reſeru'a the moſt dangerous and glorious Advens 
ture, &c. Thus he went on, till his Maſter, 
dreadfully inragd at his Infolence, hit him two 
ſuch Blows on the Shoulders wich his Lance, 
that, had they fallen upon his Head they had 
ed Don Quixote the trouble of paying him his 
Weges, whatever he muſt have done to his Heirs. 
Thereupon Sancho, finding his Teſt turn'd to 
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Earneſt, begg'd Pardon with all Submiſſion : 
Mercy, good your Worſhip, cry'd he, ſpare my 


Bones I beſeech you! I meant no harm, I did 


but joke a little. And becauſe you joke, I 
do not, cry'd Don Quixote, Come hither, good 
Mr. Jeſter, you. who pretend to rally, tell me, 
had this been a dangerous Adventure, as well 
as it proves only a falſe Alarm, have I not ſhewn 
Reſolution enough to undertake and finiſh it? 
Am I, who am a Knight, bound to know the 
meaning of every Mechanick Noiſe, and diſtin- 
guiſn between Sound and Sound? Beſides, it 
might happen, as really it is, that I had never 
ſeen a Fulling-Mill before, tho” thou, like a 
baſe Scoundrel as thou art, wert born and 
brought up among ſuch mean Implements: of 
Drudgery. But Jet the fix Fulling-Maces be 
transform'd into ſo many Giants, then turn 
'em in my Face one by one, or all together ; 
and if I do not lay 'em all at my Feet with 
their Heels upwards, then T'll give thee Leave 
7 _ thy ill-bred Raillery as much as thou 
eaſeſt. 

Good your Worſhip, quoth Sancho, talk no 
more on't, I beſeech you; I confeſs I carry'd the 
Jeſt too far, But now all's huſh'd. and well; 
pray tell me in ſober Sadneſs, as you hope to 
ſpeed in all Adventures, and come off ſafe and 
found as from this, don't you think but that the 
Fright we were in, I mean that I was in, would 
be a good Subject for People to make - ſport 
with? I grant it, anſwer'd Don Quixote, but I 
would not have it told; for all People are not ſo 
diſcreet as to place Things or look upon 'em in 
the Poſition in which they ſhould be confider'd. 
III ſay that for you, quoth Sancho, you've ſhewn 


you. underſtand how to place Things in _ 
right 
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right Poſition, when aiming at my Head, you 
hit my Shoulders, had nor I duck'd a little o one 
ſide I had been in a fine Condition. But let 
that paſs, twill wear out in the Bucking. I've 
heard my Granam ſay, That Man loves thee 
well, who makes thee to weep. Good Ma- 
ſters may be haſty ſometimes with a Servant, 
but preſently afrer a hard Word or two they 
commonly give him a pair of caſt Breeches. 
Whar they give after a Baſting, Heaven knows ; 
all I can tell is, that Knight-Errants after Baſtina- 
does give you ſome caſt Iſland, or ſome old» 
faſhion'd Kingdom upon the main Land. 

Fortune, ſaid Don Quixote, will perhaps or- 
der ev'ry thing thou haſt ſaid to come to paſs ; 
therefore, Sancho, I prithee think no more of 
my Severity; thou know'ſt a Man cannot al- 
ways command the firſt Impulſe of his Paſſions. 
On the other ſide, let me adviſe thee not to 
be fo ſaucy for the future, and not to aſſume 
that ſtrange Familiarity with me which is ſo 
unbecoming in a Servant. I proteſt, in ſuch a 
vaſt number of Books of Knight-Errantry as 
I have read, I never found that any Squire was 
ever allow'd ſo great a Freedom of Speech with 
his Maſter as thou takeſt with me; and truly I 
ſook upon it to be a great Fault in us both; in 
thee for diſreſpecting me, and in me for not 
making my ſelf be more reſpe&ed. Gandalin, 
Amadis de Gaule's Squire, tho' he was Earl of 
the Firm Iſland, yet never' ſpoke to his Maſter 
but with Cap in Hand, his Head bow'd, and 
his Body half bent, after the Turkiſh manner. 
But what ſhall we ſay of Gaſabal, Don Galaor's 
Squire, who was ſuch a ſtri& obſerver of Silence, 
that to the Honour of this affected Taciturnity, 
he gave the Author occaſion to —— his 
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Name but once in that voluminous authentick 


Hiſtory ? From all this, Sancho, I would have 


thee make this Obſervation, That there. ought 
to be a Diſtance kept between the Maſter and 
the Man, the Knight and the Squire. There- 
fore once. more I tell thee, ler's live together 
for the future more according to the due De- 
corum of our reſpective Degrees, without giv- 
ing one another any further Vexation on this 
Account; for after all, 'twill always be the 
worſe for you on whatſoever Occaſion we 
happen to diſagree. As for the Rewards I 
promis'd you, they will come in due Time; 
and ſhould you be wy 20 that way, you 
have your Salary to truſt. to, as I have told 
OU. 

8 You ſay very well, quoth Sancho; but now 
Sir, ſuppoſe no Rewards ſhould come, and I 
ſhould be forc'd to ſtick to my Wages, I'd fain 
know how much a Squire-Errant us'd to earn in 
the days of 'yere? Did they go by the Month, or 
by the Day like our Labourers ? I don't think, 
reply'd Don Quixote, they ever went by the Hire, 
dut rather that they truſted to their Maſter's Ge- 
neroſity. And if I have aſſign'd thee Wages in 
my Will, which I left ſeal'd up at home, 'twas 
only. to prevent the worſt, becauſe I do not 
know yer what Succeſs I may have in Chivalry 
in theſe miſerable Times ; and I would not have 
my Soul ſuffer in. the other World for ſuch a 


'trifling Matter; for there is no ſtate of Life fo 


ſubjeck to Dangers as that of a Knight-Errant. 
Like enough, quoth Sancho, when meerly the 
Naife of the Hammers of a Fulling- Mill is able 
to trouble and diſturb the Heart of ſuch a va- 
liant Knight ber Worſhip. But you may 
be ſure Vil nch kereafter ſo much as offer to 
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open my Lips to jibe or joke at your Doings, 

| but always ſtand in awe of you, and honour 
you as my Lord and Maſter. By doing ſo, re- 
ply'd Don Quixote, thou ſhalt live on the Face of 
the Earth; for next to our Parents we ought to 
reſpe& our Maſters, as if they were our Fa- 
chers. | 
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CHA P. VII. 


Of the high and mighty Adventure and Con- 
queſt of Mambrino's Helmet, with other 
Events relating to our invincible Knight, 


T the ſame Time it began to rain, and San. 
/ \ cho would fain have taken Shelter in the Ful. 
ling-Mills ; but Don Quixote had conceiv'd ſuch 
an Antipathy againſt 'em for the Shame they had 
put upon him, that he would by no Means be pre- 
vail'd with to goin; and turning to the right 
Hand he ſtruck into a High-way, where they had 
not gone far before he diſcover'd a Hurſe-man, 
who wore upon his Head ſomething that glitter d 
like Gold, The Knight had no ſooner ſpy'd him, 
but turning to his Squire, Sancho, cry'd he, I be- 
lieve there's no Proverb but what is true; they 
are all ſo many Sentences and. Maxims drawn from 
Experience, the univerſal Mother of Sciences : 
For Inſtance, that Saying, That where one Door 
ſhuts another opens; thus Fortune that laſt Night 
deceiv'd us with the falſe Proſpect of an Adven- 
ture, this Morning offers us a real one to make us 
Amends; and ſuch an Adventure Sancho, that if 1 
do not glorioufly ſucceed in it I ſhall have now 
no Pretence to an Excuſe, no Darkneſs, no un- 
known Sounds to impute my Diſappointment to: 
In. ſhort, in all Probability yonder comes the Man 
who wears on his Head Mambrizo's Helmet, and 


thou know'ſt the Vow I have made. Good Sir, 
quoth 
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quoth Sancho, mind what you ſay, and take heed 
what you do; for I would willingly keep my Car- 
caſs and the Caſe of my Underſtanding from be- 
ing pounded, maſh'd, and cruſh'd with Fulling- 
Hammers. Hell take thee Blockhead ! cry'd Don 
Quixote, is there no Difference between a Helmet 
and a Fulling-Mill ? I don't know, quoth Saxche ; 
but I'm ſure, were I ſuffer'd to ſpeak my Mind 
now as I was wont, mayhaps I would give you 
ſuch main Reaſons, that you your ſelf ſhould ſee 
ou're wide of the Matter. How can I be miſta» 
en, thou eternal Misbeliever ? cry'd Don Quixote; 
do'ſt thou not ſee that Knight who comes ridin 
up directly towards us upon a 8 Steed 
with a Helmet of Gold on his Head? I ſee what 
L ſee, reply'd Sancho, and the Devil of any thing 
I can ſpy but a Fellow upon ſuch another gray 
Aſs as mine 1s, with ſomething that gliſters o' Top 
of his Head. I tell thee that's Mambrino's Hel- 
met, reply'd Don Quixote, and therefore ſtand at a 
Diſtance, and leave me to deal with him; thou 


ſhall ſee, that without trifling away ſo much as 


a Moment in needleſs Talk, IL'Il finiſh this Adven- 
ture, and poſſeſs my ſelf of the defir'd Helmet. 
I ſhall ſtand at a Diſtance you may be ſure, quoth 


Sancho ; but I wiſh this may'nt prove another blue 


Bout, and a worſe Job than the Fulling-Mills. I 
have warn'd you already Fellow, faid Don Quix- 
ote, not ſo much as to name the Fulling-Mills ; 
dare but once more to do it, nay but to think 
on't, and I vow to—— I ſay no more, but III full 
and pound your Dog's-ſhip into Jelly. Theſe 


Threats were more than ſufficient to padlock San- 
cho's Lips, for he had no Mind to have his Maſter's: 


Vow fulfilI'd at the Expence of his Bones. 
Now the Truth of the Story was this: There 


were in that Part of the Country two Villages, 


on 
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one of which was ſo little, that it had not ſo 
much as a Shop in't, nor any Barber ; ſo that the 
Barber of the greater Village ſerv'd alſo the ſmal- 
Jer. And thus a Perſon. happening to have Occaſi- 
on to be let Blood, and another to be ſhav'd, the 
Barber was going thicher with his Biaſs Baſon, 
which he had clapt upon his Head to keep his 
Hat, that chanc'd to be a new one, from being 
ſpoil'd by the Rain; and as the Baſon was new 
fcowr'd, it made a glittering Show a great way 
off, As Sancho had well obſerv'd, he rod: upon a 
ray Aſs, which Don Quixote as eaſily took for a 
88 gray Steed, as he took the Barber for a 
Knight, and his Braſs Baſon for a Golden Helmet; 
his diſtracted Brain eaſily applying ev'ry Object to 
his romantick Ideas. Therefore when he ſaw the 
poor imaginary. Knight draw near, he fix'd his 
Lance or Javelin to his Thigh, and without ſtay- 
ing to hold a Parley with his thoughtleſs Adverſa- 
ry, flew at him as fiercely as Rozinante would gal- 
Jop, reſolv'd to pierce him through and through; 
crying out in the Midſt of his Career, Cairif, 
Wretch, defend thy ſelf, or immediately ſurren-, 
der that which is ſo juſtly my Due. The Barber 
who as he peaceably went along ſaw that terrible 
Apparirion come thund'ring upon him at una- 
wares, had no other way tb avoid being run thro' 
with the Lance bur to throw himſelf off from 
his Aſs ro the Ground ; and thea as haſtily get- 
ting up, he took up his Heels and ran o'er the 
Fields ſwifr as a hunted Deer, leaving his Aſs and 
his Baſon behind him. Don Nuixote finding him- 
ſelf thus Maſter of the Field and of the Baſon, 
The Miſcreant, cry'd he, who has left this Hel- 
met, has ſhewn himſelf as prudent as the Beaver, 
who finding himſelf hotly purſu'd by the Hun- 
ters, to ſave his Liſe tears and cuts off 2 by 
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Teeth that for which his natural Inftin& tells 
him he was follow'd Then he order'd Sancho to 
take up the Helmet. On my Word, quoth Sancho, 
having taken it up, 'tis a ſpecial Baſon, and as 
well worth a Piece of Eight as a Thief is worth 
2 Halter. With that he gave it to his Maſter, 
who preſently clapt it on his Head, turning it e- 
very way to find out the Beaver or Vizor ; and at 
laſt ſeeing it had none, Doubtleſs, ſaid he, the Pa- 
gan for whom this famous Helmet was firſt made 
had a Head of a prodigious Size; but the worſt 
is, that there's at leaſt one Half of it wanting. 
Sancho could not forbear fmiling to hear his Maſter 
call the Barber's Baſon a Helmet, and had not his 
Fear daſh'd his Mirth he had certainly laugh'd out- 
right. What does the Fool grin at now ? cry'd 
Don Quixote, IT laugh, ſaid he, to think what a 
hugeous Jolt- head he muſt needs have had who was 
the Owner of this ſame Helmet, that looks for 
all the World like a Bzrber's Baſon. I fancy, faid 
Don #ixozte, this inchanted Helmet has fallen by 
ſome ſtrange Accident into the Hands of ſome 
Perſon, who not knowing the Value of it, for 
the Lucre of a little Money, *finding it to be of 
pure Gold, melted one Half, and of the other 
made this Head-piece, which, as thou ſay'ſt, has 
ſome Reſemblance of a Barber's Baſon: But to 
me, who know the Worth of it, the Metamor- 
phoſis ſignifies little ; for as foon as ever F come 
to ſome Town where there's an Armourer, I will 
have it alter'd ſo much for the better, that then 
even the Helmet which the God of Smiths made 
for the God of War ſhall not deſerve to be com- 
par'd with it. In the mean Time T'll wear it as it 
1s; 'tis better than nothing, and will ſerve at 
leaſt to ſave Part of my Head from the violent 
Encounter of a Stone. Ay that it will, = 
Sancho, 
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Sancho, ſo tis not hurl'd out of a Sling, as were 
thoſe at the Battel between the two Armies, 
when they hit you that confounded Dowſe o 
the Chops, that bleſs'd your Worſhip's Cheek. 
Teeth, and broke the Por about your Ears in 
which you kept that blefled Drench that made 


me bring up my Guts. True, cry'd Don Quiz. 


ote, there I loſt my precious Balſam indeed ; but 
I do not much repine at it, for thou knoweſt J 


nave the Receipt in my Memory. So have I 


too, quoth Sancho, and” ſhall have while I have 
Breath to draw; but if ever I make any of that 
Stuff, or taſte it again, may I give up the Ghoſt 
with it: Beſides, I mean never to thruſt my ſelf 
into any Fray that may endanger this ſweet Corps 
of mine, but labour all that in me lies to hurt no 
Body, and let no Body hurt me. As to being 
toſs'd in a Planket again, I've nothing to ſay to 
that; for there's no Remedy for ſuch an inchanted 


jolting but Patience it ſeems: So if it ever be 


my Lot to be ſerv'd ſo again, T'll een ſhrink up 
my Shoulders, hold my Breath, and ſhut my 
Eyes, and then happy be lucky, let the Blanket 
and Fortune e en toſs on to the End o' the Chapter, 

Truly, ſaid Don Quixote, I am afraid thou'it no 
good Chriſtian Sanche, thou never forger'ſt Inju- 
ries. Let me tell thee, tis the Part of noble 
and generous Spirits to paſs by Trifles. Where 
art thou lame ? which of thy Ribs is broken? 
or what Part of thy Scull is bruis'd ? that thou 
can'ſt never think on that Jeſt without Malice : 
For after all 'twas nothing but a Jeſt, a harmleſs 
Piece of Paſtime ; had I lrok'd upon it other- 
wiſe, I had return'd to that Place before this 
Time, and had made more noble Miſchief in 
revenge of the Abuſe, than ever the incens'd 


Grecian; did at Troy for the Detention of 1. 
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Helen, that fam'd Beauty of the ancient World, 


who however had ſhe liv'd in our Age, or had 


my Dulcinea adorn'd her's, would have found her 
Charms outrivall'd by my Miſtreſs's Perfections: 
And ſaying this, he heav'd up a deep Sigh. Well 
then, quoth Sancho, I'll not rip up old Sores ; let 
it go for a Jeſt ſince there's no revenging it in Ear- 


neſt, But what ſhall we do with this Dapple-· gray 


Steed that's ſo like an Aſs ? you ſee that ſame poor 
Devil-Errant has left it to ſhift for it ſelf, poor 
thing, and by his Haſte to rub off I don't think- 
he means to come back for it ; and by my Beard 
the gray Beaſt is a ſpecial one. Tis not my Cu- 
ſtom, reply'd Don Quixote, to plunder thoſe whom 
I overcome; nor is it uſual among us Knights, for 
the Victor to take the Horſe of his vanquiſh'd E- 
nemy and let him go afoot, unleſs his own Steed 
be kill'd or diſabled in the Combat: Therefore 


Sancho” leave the Horſe or the Aſs, whatever thou 
pleaſeſt to call it, the Owner will be ſure to come 


for't as ſoon as he'll ſee us gone. I've a huge 
Mind to take him along with us, quoth Sancho, or 
at leaft to exchange him for my own, which is 


not ſo good. What are the Laws of Knight«Ers. 
rantry ſo ſtri&, that a Man muſt not exchange one 


Aſs for another? at leaft I hope they'll give me 
Leave to ſwop one Harneſs for another ? Truly 
Sancho, reply'd Don Quixote, Jam not fo very cer- 
tain as to this laſt Particular, and therefore, till I 
am better inform'd, I give thee Leave to exchange: 
the Furniture if thou haſt abſolutely occaſion for't. 
I've fo much occaſion for't, quoth Sancho, that 
tho' 'rwere for my own very {elf I could not need 
it more: So without any more ado, being autho- 
riz'd by his Maſter's Leave, he made Mutatio Ca- 
prarum, and his own Aſs as fine as if it had had a 
huadred Holiday Cloaths on its Back. This done, 


they 
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they breakfaſted upon what they left at Supper, 
having quench'd their Thirſt at the Stream that 
turn'd the Fulling- Mills, towards which Don 
Quixote took care not to caſt an Eye, for he abo- 
minated the very Thoughts of em. Thus their 


Spleen being eas d, their cholerick and melancho- 


lick Humours aſſwag'd, up they got again, and 
never minding their Way, were all guided by Re- 
zinante's Diſcretion, the Depoſitory of his Maſter's 
Will, and alſo of the Aſs's, that kindly and ſoci- 
ably always follow'd his Steps where ever he 
went. Their Guide ſoon brought em again into 
the high Road, where they kept on a flow Pace, 
not caring which Way they went. 

As they jogg'd on thus, quoth Sancho to his 
Maſter, Pray Sir will you give me Leave to talk 
to you a little? For ſince you have laid that bit. 
ter Command upon me, to hold my Tongue, I've 
had four or five quaint Conceits that have rotted 
in my Ghizzard, and now I've another at my 
Tongue's End that I would not for any thing 
ſhould miſearry. Say it, cry'd Don Quixote, but 
+ ſhorr, for no Diſcourſe can pleaſe when too 
ong. 

Well then; quoth Sancho, T've been thinking to 
my ſelf of late how little is ro be got by hunting 
up and don theſe barren Woods and ſtrange 


Places, where tho' you compaſs the bardeſt and. 


moſt dangerous Jobs of Knight-Errantry, yet no 
living Soul ſees or hears on't, and fo tis every 
whit as good as loſt ; and therefore methinks 'twere 
better (with ſubmiſſion to your Worſhip's better 
Judgment be it ſpoken) that we e'en went to ſerve 
ſomc;Emperour,or other great Prince that's at War; 
For there you might ſhew how ſtout, and how 
wond'rous ſtrong and wiſe you be; which being 


perceiv'd by the Lord we ſhall ſerve, he mult 
needs 
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needs reward us every one according to his De- 
ſerts; and there you'll not want a learnediScholar 
to ſet down all your high Deeds, that they may 
never be forgotten: As for mine I ſay nothing, 
ſince they are not to be nam'd the ſame Day with 
your Worſhip's ; and yet I dare avouch, that if a- 
ny Notice be taken in Knight-Errantry of the 
Feats of Squires, mine will be ſure to come in for 
a Share. Truly Sancho, reply'd Don Quixote, there 
is ſome Reaſon in what thou ſay'ſt ; but firſt of all 
"tis requiſite - that a Knight-Errant ſhould ſpend 
ſome Time in various Parts-.of the World as a 
Probationer in queſt of Adventures, that by at- 
chieving ſome extraordinary Exploits, his Renown 
may diffuſe it ſelf through neighbouring Climes 
and diſtant Nations: So when he goes to the 
Court of ſome great Monarch, his Fame flying 
before him as his Harbinger, ſecures him ſuch a 
Reception, that the Knight has ſcarce reach'd the 
Gates of the Metropolis of the Kingdom, when 
he finds himſelf attended and ſurrounded by ad- 
miring Crowds, pointing and crying out, There, 
there rides the Knight of the Sun, or of the Ser- 
pent, or whatever other Title the Knight takes 
upon him; That's he, vhey'll cry, who vanquiſh'd 
in ſingle Combat the huge Giant Brocabuno, ſir- 
nam'd Of the invincible Strength; This is he that 
freed the great Sophy of Per{a from the Inchant- 
ment that had kept him confind for almoſt nine 
hundred Years together. Thus as they relate his 
Atchievements with loud Acclamations, the 
ſpreading Rumour at laſt reaches the King's Pa- 
Jace, and the Monarch being deſirous to be in- 
form'd with his own Eyes, will not fail to look 
out of his Window. As ſoon as he ſees the 
Knight, knowing bim by his Arms, or the Deviſe 
en his Shield, he'll be oblig d to ſay to his Atte n- 
| dants, 


, 
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i dants, My Lords and Gentlemen, haſte all of you, 
i} as many as are Knights, go and receive the Flow. 
. er of Chivalry that's coming to our Court. At 
„ the King's Command away they all run to intro- 
i duce him ; the King himſelf meets him half way 
Ul on the Stairs, where he embraces his valorous 
| Gueſt, and kiſſes his Cheek: Then taking him by 
the Hand, he leads him directly to the Queen's 
Apartment ; where the Knight finds her attended 
by the Princeſs her Daughter, who ought to be 
one of the moſt beautiful and moſt accompliſh'd 
Damſels in the whole Compaſs of the Univerſe, 
Atthe ſame Time Fate will ſo diſpoſe every thing, 
that the Knight ſhall gaze on the Brinceſs and the 
Princeſs on the Knight, and each ſhall admire one 
another as Perſons rather angelical than humane; 
and then by an unaccountable Charm they ſhall 
both find themſelves caught and entangl'd in the 
inextricable Net of Love, and wond'rouſly per- 
plex'd for want of an Opportunity to diſcever 
their amorous Anguiſh to one another. 

After this, doubtleſs, the Knight is conducted 
by the King to one of the richeſt Apartments in 
the Palace; where having taken off his Armour, 
they will bring him a rich ſcarlet Veſtment lind | 
with Ermins ; and if he look'd ſo graceful cas'd 
in Steel, how lovely will he appear in all the 
height'ning Ornaments of Courtiers ! Night be- , 
ing come, he ſhall ſup with the King, the Queen, f 
and the Princeſs ; and ſhall all the while be feaſt⸗ 
ing his Eyes with the Sight of the Charmer, yet f 
ſo as no Body ſhall perceive it; and ſhe will repay 7 
him his Glances with as much Diſcretion, for, as Ic 
J have ſaid ſhe is a moſt accompliſh'd Perſon. 2 
After Supper a ſurprizing Scene is unexpected- v 
ly to appear: Enter firſt an ill-favour'd little MW ,. 


Dwarf, and after him a fair Damſel between two 
Giants, N 
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Giants, with the Offer of a certain Adventure fo 
contriv'd by an ancient Necromancer, and ſo dif- 
ficult ro be 8 that he who ſhall under. 
take and end it with Succeſs ſhall be eſteem'd 
the beſt Knight in the World. Preſently "cis the 
King's Pleaſure that all his Courtiers ſhould at- 
tempt it; which they do, but all of them un- 
ſuccesfully, for the Honour is reſerv'd for the 
yalorous Stranger, who effects that with eaſe 


which the reſt eſſay'd in vain ; and then the Prin- 


ceſs ſhall be over- joy d, and eſteem her ſelf the 
moſt happy Creature in the World, for having be- 
ſtow'd her Affections on ſo deſerving an Object. 
Now by the happy Appointment of Fate, this Kin 

or this Emperour, is at War with one of his Neigb- 
bours as powerful as himſelf; and the Knight be- 


ing inform'd of this, after he has been ſome few 


Days at Court offers the King his Service; which 
is accepted with Joy, and the Knight courteoufſl 
kiſſes the King's Hand in acknowledgment of ſo 


great a Favour. That Night the Lover takes his 


Leave of the Princeſs at the Iron Grate before her 
Chamber- Window looking into the Garden, where 
he and ſhe have already had ſeveral Interviews by 
means of the Princeſs's Confident, a Damſel who 
carries on the Intrigue between them. The 
Knight ſighs, the Princeſs ſwoons, the Damſel 
runs for cold Water to bring her to Life again, 
very uneaſy alſo becauſe the Morning-Light ap- 
proaches, and ſhe would not have them diſcover'd, 
leſt it ſhould reflect on her Lady's Honour. At 
laſt the Princeſs revives, and gives the Knight ber 
lovely Hand to kiſs; which he does a thouſand 
and a thouſand times, bathing it all the while 
with his Tears. Then they agree how to tranſ- 
mit their Thoughts with Secrecy to each other 
by a mutual Intercourſe of Letters during this = 
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tal Abſence. The Princeſs prays him to returg 
with all che Speed of a Lover; the Knight pro- 
miſes it with repeated Vows and a thouſand kind 
Proteſtations. At laſt the fatal Moment being 
come that muſt tear him from all he loves, and 
from his very ſelf, he ſeals once more his Love on 
her ſoft ſnowy Hand, almoſt breathing out his 
Soul, which mounts to his Lips, and evea would 
leave its Body to dwell there; and then he is hur- 
ry'd away by the fearful Confident, 

After this cruel Separation he retires to his 
Chamber, throws himſelf on his Bed, but Grief 
will not ſuffer Sleep to cloſe his Eyes. Then r1- 
fing with the Sun, he goes to take his Leave of 
the King and of the Queen: He deſires to pay his 
Compliment of Leave to the Princeſs, but he 
is told ſhe is indiſpos'd ; and as he has Reaſon to 
believe that his departing is the Cauſe of her Diſ- 
order, he is ſo griev'd at the News, that he is rea- 
dy to betray the Secret of his Heart ; which the 


Princeſſes's Confident obſerving, ſhe goes and ac- 


quaints her with ir, and finds the lovely Mourner 
bath'd in Tears, who tells her, that the greateſt 


Affli tion of her Soul is her not knowing whe- 


ther her charming Knight be of royal Blood: 
But the Damſel pacifies her, aſſuring her that fo 
much Valour, ſo much Gallantry, and ſuch no- 
ble Qualifications were unqueſtionably derived 


from an illuſtrious and reyat Original. This 


comforts the afflicted Fair, who does all ſhe can 
to compoſe her Looks, leſt the King or the Queen 
ſnould ſuſpe& the Cauſe of their Alteration ; and 
- ſome Days after ſhe s ppears in publick as be⸗ 
ore. 

And now the Knight having been abſent for 
ſome Time, meets, fights, and overcomes the 
King's Enemies, takes I don't know how many 

Cities, 
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Cities, wins I don't know how many Battels, re- 
turns to Court, and appears before his Miſtreſs 
laden with Honour.“ He viſits her privately as 
before, and they agree that he ſhall demand her 
of the King her Father in Marriage as the Re- 
ward of all his Services; but the King will not 
grant his Suit, as being unacquainted with his 
Birth: However, whether it be that the Princeſs 
ſuffers her ſelf to be privately carry'd away, or 
that ſome other Means are us'd, the Knight mar- 
ries her, and in a little Time the * is very 
well pleas'd with the Match; for now the Knight 
appears to be the Son of a mighty King of I can't 
tell you what Country, for I think "tis not in the 
Map. Some Time after the Father dies, the Prin- 
ceſs is Heireſs, and thus in a Trice our Knight 
comes to be King. Having thus compleated his 
Happineſs, his next Thoughts are to gratify his 
Squire, and all thoſe who have been inſtrumental] 
in his Advancement to the Throne : Thus he 
marries his Squire to one of the Princeſs's Dam- 
ſels, and moſt probably to her Favourite who had 
been familiar to their Amours, and who is 
Daughter to one of the moſt conſiderable Dukes 
in the Kingdom. 

That's what I've been looking for all this while, 
quoth Sancho; give me but that, and let the World 
rub, there I'II ſtick; for every Tittle o'chis will 
come to paſs, and be your Worſhip's Caſe as ſure 
as a Gun, if you'll but take upon ye that ſame 


| Nick-name of the Knight of the woeful Figure. Moſt 


certainly Sancho, reply d Don Quixote, for by the 


| ſime Steps, and in that very Manner Knight-Er- 


rants have always proceeded to aſcend to the 


Throne: Therefore our chief Buſineſs is to find 


out ſome great Potentate either among. the Chri- 


ſtians or the Pagans that is at War with his Neigh- 
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ours, and has a fair Daughter. But we ſhall have 
me enough to enquire after that, for, as I have 
told thee, we muſt firſt purchaſe Fame in other 
Places before we. preſume to go to Court. Ano. 
ther thing makes me more uneaſy : Suppoſe we 
have found out a King and a Princeſs, and I have 
flI'd the World with the Fame of my unparallel'd 


| Atchievements, what Hopes can I have of ever 


being diſcover'd to be of royal Blood, tho' it were 
but ſecond Couſin to an Emperour ? For 'tis not 
to be expected that the King will ever conſent that 


I ſhall wed his Daughter till I have made this our 


by authentick Proofs, tho' my Service deſerve it 
never ſo much; and thus for want of a PunQilio, 
I am in danger of loſing what my Valour ſo juſtly 


merits. *Tis true indeed I am a Gentleman, and 


of a noted ancient Family ; nay, perhaps the 
learned Hiſtoriographer who is to write the Hiſto- 
ry of my Lite, will ſo improve and beautify my 
Genealogy, that he will find me to be the fifth, 
or ſixth at leaſt, in Deſcent from a King: For Sau- 


cho there are two ſorts of Originals in the World; 


{ſome who ſprung from mighty Kings and Princes 
by little and little have been ſo leſſen'd and ob- 
ſcur'd, that the Eſtates and Titles of the following 
Generations have dwindl'd to nothing, and ended 
in a Point like a Pyramid; others who from mean 
and low Beginnings {till riſe and rife, till at lat 
they are rais'd to the very Top of human Great- 
neſs: So vaſt the Difference 1s, that thoſe who 
were Something are now Nothing, and thoſe that 
were Nothing are now Something. And there- 


Fore who knows but that I may be one of thoſe 


waoſe Original is ſo illuſtrious; which being 
handſomly made out, after due Examination, ought 
undoubtedly to ſatisfy the King my Father: in law. 


But even ſuppoſing he were ſtill refractory, the 
| Prince 
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Princeſs is to be ſo deſperately in love with me, 
that the will marry me without his Conſent tho' 
I were a Son of the meaneſt Plebian; and if her 
tender Honour ſcruples to bleſs me againſt her 
Father's Will, then it may not be amiſs to put a 
pleafing Conſtraint upon her, by conveying her b 
force out of the Reach of her Father, to whoſe 
Perſecutions either Time or Death will be ſure to 
put a Period. 

Ay, quoth Sancho, your rake-helly Fellows have 
a Saying that's pat to your Purpoſe, Ne'er cringe 
nor creep, for what you by Force may reap; tho' I think 
'ewere better ſaid, The Leap of a Shrub is worth more 
than good Mens Prayers. No more to be ſaid, if the 
King your Father-in-law won't let you have his 
Daughter by fair Means, ne'er ſtand Shall I, Shall 
I, but fairly and ſquarely tun away with her. All 
the Miſchief that I fear is only, that while you're 
making your Peace with him, and waiting after a 
dead Man's Shoes, as the Saying is, the poor 
Dog of a Squire is like to go long bare. foot, and 
may go hang himſelf for any Good you'll be able 
to do him, unleſs the Damſel G between, who's to 
be his Wife, run away too with the Princeſs, and 
he ſolace himſelf with her till a better Time 
comes; for I don't ſee but that the Knight may 
clap up the Match berween us without any more 
ado. That's moſt certain, anſwer'd Don Qu: xore. 
Why then, quoth Sancho, let's e'en take our 
Chance, and Jet the World rub. May Fortune 
crown our Wiſhes, cry'd Don Quixote, and let him 
be a Wretch who thinks himſelf one. Amen, ſa 
I, quoth Sancho; for I'm one of your old Chriſti- 
ans, and that's enough to qualify me to be an Earl. 
And more than enough, ſaid Don Quixote; for tho? 
thou wer't not ſo gell deſcended, being a King [ 
could beſtow Nobility on thee, without putting 


2 thee 
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thee to the Trouble of buying it, or of doing me 
the leaſt Service ; and making thee an Earl, Men 
muſt call thee My Lord, tho' it grieve em never 
ſo much- And do you think, quorh Sancho, 1 
would not become my Equality main well? Thou 
ſhould'ſt ſay Quality, ſaid Don Quixote, and not 
Equality. Ev'n as you will, return'd Sancho: But, 
as I was ſaying, I ſhould become an Earldom rare. 
ly ; for I was once Beadle to a Brotherhood, and 
the Beadle's Gown did ſo become me, that every 
Body ſaid I had the Preſence of a Warden. Then 
how do you think Fll look with a Duke's Robes 
on my Back, all bedawb'd with Gold and Pearl 


like any foreign Count? I believe we ſhall have 


Folks come a hundred Leagues to ſee me. Thou 
wilt look well enough, ſaid Don Quixote; but then 
thou muſt ſhave that rough buſhy Beard of thine 
at leaſt ev'ry other Day, or People will read thy 
Beginning in thy Face as ſoon as they ſee thee. 
Why then, quoth Sancho, tis but keeping a Barber 
in my Houſe ; and if needs be, he ſhall trot after 
me where-ever I go like a Grandee's Maſter of 
the Horſe. How cam'ſt thou to know, ſaid Don 
Quixote, that Grandees have their Maſters of the 
Horſe to ride after em? T'll tell you, quoth San- 
cho: Some Years ago I happen'd to be about a 
Moath among your Court-folks, and there I ſaw a 


little Dandiprat riding about, who, they ſaid, was 


a hugeous great Lord; there was a Man a Horſe. 
back that follow'd him cloſe where-ever he went, 
turning and ſtopping as he did, you'd have thought 
he had been ty'd to his Horſe's Tail. With that 
I ask'd why that Hind-man did not ride by the o- 
ther, but ſtill came after him thus? And they 
told me he was Maſter of his Horſes, and that the 
Grandees have always ſuch kind of Men at their 


Tail; and I mark'd this ſo well, that I ha'n't for- 
got 
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ot iÞ ſince. Thou art in the right, ſaid Don 
Quixote; and thou may'ſt as reaſonably have thy 
Barber attend thee in this Manner. Cuſtoms did 
not come up all at once, but rather ſtarted up, and 


were improv'd by Degrees; ſo thou may'ſt be the 


firſt Earl that rode in State with his Barber behind 
him; and this may be ſaid to juſtify thy Conduct, 
that tis an Office of more truſt to ſhave a Man's 
Beard than to ſaddle a Horſe. Well, quoth Sancho, 
leave the Buſineſs of the Cut-beard to me, and do 
but take Care you be a King and Ian Earl. Never 
doubt it, reply'd Don Quixote; and with that 
looking about, he diſcovet'd . what the next 
Chapter will tell you, 
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CHAP. Vn. 
How Don Quixote ſet free mary miſcrable 


Creatures, whom ſome Men were driving 
to 4 certain Place againſt their Wills, 


hk ID Hamet Renengeli, an Arabian and Manche- 
gan Author, relates in this moſt grave, 
high-ſounding, minute, ſoft and humorous Hi. 
ſtory, That after this Diſcourſe between the re. 
nown'd Don Quixote, and his Squire 5ancho Pancs, 
which we have laid down at the end of the Sixth 
Chapter; the Knight lifting up his Eyes, faw a- 
bout twelve Men a Foot trudging in the Road, 
all in a row one behind another, like Beads upon 
a String, being link'd rogether by the Neck to a 
huge Iron-Chain, and manacl'd beſtdes. They 
were guarded by two Horſe- men, arm'd with Ca- 
rabines, and two Men a Foot, with Swords and 
Javelins. As ſoon as Sancho ſpy'd 'em, look ye, 
Sir, cry'd he, here's a Gang of Criminals hurry'd 
away by main Force to ſerve the King in the Gal- 
lies. How, reply'd Don Quixote! Is it poſſible 
the King will force any Body ? I don't ſay ſo, an- 
ſwer'd Sancho; I mean theſe are Rogues whom 
the Law has ſentenc'd for their Miſdeeds, to row 
in the King's Gallies However, reply'd Don 
Guixote, they are forc'd, becauſe they do not go 
of their own free Will. Sure enough, quoth San- 
cho. If ir be fo, ſaid Don Quixote, they come with- 


in the Verge of my Office, which is to hinder 
Violence 
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Violence and Oppreſſion, and ſuccour all People 
in Miſery. Ay, Sir, quoth Sancho, but neither 
the King nor the Law offer any Violence to fuch 
wicked Wretches, they have but their Deſerts. 
By this, the Chain drew near, and then Don 
Quinte, in very civil Terms, deſir'd the Guards 
to inform him why theſe poor People were Jed 
along in that manner? Sir, anſwer'd one of the 
Horſe-men, they are Criminals condemn'd to 
ſerve the King in his Gallies. That's all I've to 
ſay to you, and you need enquire no further. 
Nevertheleſs, Sir, reply'd Don Quixote, I have a 
great deſire to know in few Words the Cauſe of 
their Misfortune, and I will eſteem it an extra- 
ordinary Favour if you will Jet me have that 
Satisfaction. We've here the Copies and Certi- 
ficates of their ſeveral Sentences, ſaid the other 
Horſe-man, but we can't ſtand to pull 'em our 
and read em now; you may draw nearer and ex- 
amine 'em your ſelf: I ſuppoſe they themſelves 
will tell you why they were condemn'd ; for they 
are ſuch honeſt People, they are not aſham'd to 
boaſt of their Rogueries. With this Permiſſion, 
which Don Quixote would have taken of himſelf 
had they deny'd it him, he rode up to the Chain, 
and ask'd the firſt. For what Crimes he was in 
theſe miſerable Circumſtances ? The Gally-Slave 
anſwer'd him, That 'twas for being in Love. 
What, only for being in Love, cry'd Don Quixote! 
Were all thoſe that are in Love to be thus us'd, I 
my ſelf might have been long ſince in the Gallies. 
Ay, bur, reply'd the Slave, my Love was not of 
that ſort which you conjecture: I was ſo deſ- 
perately in Love with a Basket of Linnen, and 
embrac'd it ſo cloſe, that had not the Judge taken 
it from me by Force, I would not have parted 
with it willingly. In ſhort, I was taken in the 
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Fact, and ſo there was no need to put me to the 
Rack, 'twas prov'd ſo plain upon me. So I was 
committed, try'd, condemn'd, had the gentle 
Laſh ; and beſides that, was ſent for three Years 
to be an Element-Daſher, and there's an end of 


the Buſineſs. An Element-Daſher, cry'd Don 


Quixote, what do you mean by that? A Gally. 
Slave, anſwer'd the Criminal, who was a young 
Fellow, about four and twenty Years old, and 
ſaid he was born at Piedra Hita. 

Then Don Quixote examin'd the ſecond, but he 
was ſo ſad and deſponding, that he would make 


no anſwer; however, the firſt Rogue inform'd 


the Knight of his Affairs: Sir, ſaid he, this Canary. 
Eird keeps us Company for having ſung too much. 
Is't pofſible, 'cry'd Don Quixote! Are Men ſent to 
the Gallies for Singing ? Ay, marry, are they 
guoth the arch Rogue; for there's nothing worſe 
than to ſing in Anguiſh. How, cry'd Don Quix- 
ore! That contradicts the Sayings, Sing away Sor- 
row, caft away Care. Ay, bur with us, the Caſe 
is alter'd, reply'd the Slave, he that Sings in Diſ- 
after. Weeps all his Life after. This is a Riddle 
which I cannor unfold, cry'd Don Quixote. Sir, 


ſaid one of the Guards, Singing in Anguiſb, among 


theſe Jail-Birds, means to confeſs upon the Rack; 
This Fellow was put to the Torture, and con- 
feſsd his Crime, which was ſtealing of Cattel; 
and becauſe he ſqueek'd or ſung, as they call it, he 
was condemn'd to the Gallies for Six Years ; be- 


| fides a Hundred Jirks with a Cat a'nine Tails, 


that have whisk'd and powder'd his Shoulders 
already. Now the Reaſon why he goes thus 
moapiſh and out o ſorts, is only becauſe his 
Comrogues jeer and laugh at him continually for 
not having had the Courage to deny: As if it 


had not been as eaſie for him to have faid No as 
Yes ; 
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Yes; or as if a Fellow, taken up on Suſpicion, 
were not a lucky Rogue, when there is no poſi- 


tive Evidence can come in againſt him but his 


own Tongue ; and in my Opinion they're ſome- 
what in the right. I think ſo too, ſaid Don 
Quixote. 

Thence addreſſing himſelf to the third, and 
you, ſaid he, what have you done ? Sir, anſwer' d 
rhe Fellow, readily and pleaſantly enough, I muſt 
Mow the great Meadow for five Years together, 
for want of twice five Ducates. I will give 
twenty with all my heart, ſaid Don Quixote, 
to deliver thee from that Miſery. Thank you 
for nothing, quoth the Slave; *tis juſt like the 
Proverb, ter Meat comes Muflard; or, like 
Money -to a ſtarving Man at Sea, where there 
are no Victuals to be bought with it: Had 
bad the twenty Ducates you offer me before 
I was try'd, to have greas'd the Clerk's for 
Recorder's] Fiſt, and have whetted my Lawyer's 
Wit, I might have been now at Toledo in the 
Place of Zocodever, and not have been thus led 
along like a Dog in a String. But Heaven is 
powerful, Bata; I ſay no more. : 

Then paſſiang to the fourth, who was a vene- 
rable old Don, with a gray Beard that reach'd 
to his Boſom, he put the ſame Queſtion to him; 
whereupon the poor Creature fell a weeping, and 
was not able to give him an Anſwer: So the 
next behind him lent him a Tongue: Sir, ſaid 
he, this honeſt Perſon goes to the Gallies for 
four Years, having already taken his Progreſs 
through the Town in State, and reſted at the 
uſual Stations. Il be whipp'd, quoth Sancho, if 
that ben't to do Penance at the Croſs, and we 
the wooden Ruff at the Pillory. Right, Gaffor, 


quoth the Slave; and all this he's coademn'd 
L 5 to 
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to for being a Broker of -Human Fleſh ; for to 
tell you the truth, the Gentleman is a Pimp, 
and befides that, he has a ſmack of Conjuring. 
If it were not for that addition- of Conjuring, 
cry'd Don Quixote, he ought not to have been 
fent to the Gallies, purely for being a Pimp, 
unleſs it were to be General of the Gallies. 


For the Profeſſion of a Bawd, Pimp, or Meſ- 


fenger of Love, is not like other common Em- 
ployments,, but an Office that requires a great 
deal of Prudence and Sagacity; an Office of 
Truſt and Weight, and moſt highly neceſſary in 
2 well regulated Common-wealth ;: nor ſhould it 
be executed but by civil well deſcended Perſons 
of gaod natural Parts, and of a liberal Education. 
Nay, 'twere requiſite there ſhould be a Con- 
troller and Surveyor of the Profeſſion, as there 
are of others; and a certain, and ſettled num- 
ber of em as there is of Exchange- Brokers. This 
would be a means to prevent an infinite number 
ef Miſchiefs that happen ev'ry. day, becauſe the 
Trade or Profeſſion is fallow'd by poor ignorant 
Pretenders, filly waiting; Women, young giddy- 
hrain'd Pages, ſhallow Foot-men, and ſuch raw 
unexperienc'd fort of People, who in unexpected 
Turns and Emergencies ſuffer themſelves to be 
fwpriz'd, and ſpoil all for want of quickneſ; of 
Invention. either to conceal), carry on, or bring 
off a Thing artificially. Had I. but time I would 
point out what ſo:t of Perſons are beſt qual fied 
to be choſen Profeffors of this molt neceſſary Em- 
I yment in the Common-wealth ; however, at 
me fitter Seaſon I will inform thoſe of it » 40 
may remedy this Diſorder. All I: have to en 
now, is, That the Grief J had to ſee theſe venc- 
Table gray Heirs in ſuch Diftrefs, for having fe- 
awd. that: no leſs.utkul than ingenious Vocati gn 
0! 
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of Pimping, is now loſt in my abhorrence of his 
additional Character of a Conjurer; tho' I very 
well know that no Sorcery in the World can at- 
fect or force the Will, as ſome ignorant credu- 
Jous Perſons fondly imagine. For our Will is a 
free Agent, and no Herb nor Charms can con- 
ſtrain it. As for the Philtres and ſuch like Com- 
poſitions, which ſome filly Women and deſign- 
ing Pretenders make, they are nothing but cer- 
tain Mixtures and poiſonous Preparations, that 
mike thoſe who take them run mad; tho' the 
Deceivers labour to perſwade us they can make 
one Perſon love another; which, as I've ſaid, is 
an impoſſible thing, our Will being a free uncon- 
trollable Power. You ſay very well, Sir, cry'd 
the old Coupler; and upon my Honour, I pro- 
teſt I am wholly Innocent, as to the Imputation 
of Witchcraft. As for the Buſineſs of Pimping, 
T cannor deny it, but I never took it to be « 
Criminal Function; for my Intention was, that 
all Mankind ſhould taſte the Sweers of Love, and 
enjoy each other's Society, living together in 
Friendſhip and in Peace, free from thoſe Griefs 
and Jars that unpeople the World. But my 
tiarmleſs Deſigns has not been ſo happy as to pre- 
vent my being ſent now to a. Place whence I 
never expect to return, ſtooping as I do under 
the heavy Burden of old Age, and being griev- 
ouſly afflicted with the Srrangury, which ſcarce. 
affords me a Moment's reſpite from Pain. This 
ſaid, the reverend Procurer burſt' out afreſh in- 
to Tears and Lamentations, which melred. San- 
cho's Hearr ſo much, that he pull'd a piece of 
Money out of his Boſom and gave it to him as 

an Alms. | 
Then Don Qulxote turn'd to the fifth, who 
kem'd. to be nothing at all concern'd. I 5 to 
1 | crve.- 
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Terve his Majeſty, ſaid he, for having been ſome- 
what too familiar with two of my Couſin- Ger- 
mans, and two other kind-hearted Virgins that 
were Siſters : by which means I have multipy'd 
my Kind, and begot ſo odd and intricate a Med- 
ley of Kindred, that twould puzzle a Convoca- 
tion of Caſuiſts to reſolve their Degrees of Con- 
fTanguinity. All this was proved upon me. I 
had no Friends, and what was worſe, no Money, 
and ſo was like to have ſwung for't : However, 
T was only condemn'd to the Gallies for ſix 
Years, and patiently ſubmitted to't. I feel m 


ſelf yet young, to my Comfort; ſo if my Life 


does but hold out, all will be well in time. If 
you will be pleas'd to beſtow ſomething upon 


poor Sinners, Heaven will reward you; and 


when we Pray, we will be ſure to remember you, 
that your Life may be as long and proſperous as 
your Preſence is goodly and noble. This brisk 
Spark appear'd to be a Student by his habit, and 
a Son of the Guards ſaid was a fine Speaker and a 
good Latiniſt. 

After him came a Man about tliirty Years old, 
a clever, well ſet, handſom Fellow, only he 
ſquinted horribly with one Eye; he was ſtrange- 
ly loaded with Irons: A heavy Chain clogg'd 
his Leg, and was ſo long that he twiſted it abort 
his Waſte like a Girdle ; he had a couple of Col- 
lars about his Neck, the one to link him to the 
zeſt of the Slaves; and the other, one of thoſe 
Iron-Ruffs which they call. a Keep-Friend, or a 
Friend's Foot; from whence two Irons went down 
to his Middle, and to their two Bars were rivet- 
red a pair of Mznacles th t grip'd him by the 
Fiſts, and were fecur'd with a large Pad-Jock ; 
ſo that he could neither lift his Hands to his 


Mouth, nor bend down his Head towards his 
Hands n 
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Hands. Don Quixote enquiring why he was worſe 
hamper'd with Irons than the reſt ? Becauſe he 
alone has done more Rogueries than all the reſt, 
anſwer'd one of the Guards. This is ſuch a Re- 
probate, ſuch a Devil of a Fellow, that no Goal 
nor Fetters will hold him ; we are not ſure he's 
faſt enough, for all he's chain'd ſo. What ſort 
of Crimes then has he been guilty of, ask'd Don 
Quixote, that he is only ſent tothe Gallies? Why, 
anſwer'd the Keeper, he is condemn'd to ten 
Years Slavery, which is no better than a Civil 
Death. But I need not ſtand to tell you any 
more of him, but that he is that notorious Rogue 


Gines de Paſſamonte, alias Geneſillo de Parapilla. Hark 


you, Sir, cry'd the Slave, fair and ſoftly; what 
a pox makes you give a Gentleman more Names 
than he has? Gines is my Chriſtian-name, and 
Paſſamonte my Sir-name ; and not Gizeſillo, ner 
Parapilla as you ſay. Blood, let every Man mind 
what he ſays, or it may prove the worſe for him. 
Don't you be ſo ſaucy, Mr. Crack-rope, cry'd 


the Officer to him, or I may chance ro make =” 
I 


keep a better Tongue in your Head. Tis a ſign, 
cry'd the Slave, that a Man's faſt and under the 
Laſh, but one day or other ſome body ſhall know 
whether I'm called Parapilla or no. Why, Mr. 
Slip-ſtring, reply'd the Officer, do nor People 
call you by that Name? They do, anſwer'd Giner, 
but I'll make 'em call me otherwiſe, or PII 
fleece and bite 'em worſe than I care to tell you 
now. But, you, Sir, who are ſo inquiſitive, add- 
ed he, turning to Don Quixote, if you've a mind 
to give us any thing, pray do it quickly, and go 
your ways; for I don't like to ſtand here anſwer. 
ing Queſtions, broil me! I am Gines ds Paſſamante, 
I am not aſhamd of my Name. As for my Life 


and Converſation, there's an Account of _ - 
ac 
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Black and White, written with this numerical 
Hand of mine. There he tells you true, ſaid the 
Officer, for he has written his own Hiſtory him. 
ſelf, without omitting a Tittle of his Roguiſh 
Pranks; and he has left the Manuſcript in Pawn 
in the Priſon for two Hundred Reals; Ay, ſaid 
Gines, and will redeem it, burn me, tho ir lay 
there for as many Ducats. Then it muſt bz an 
extraordinary Piece, cry'd Don Quixote. So, ex- 
traordinary, reply'd Gines, that it far out-does not 
only Lazarilo de Tormes, but whatever has been 
and ſhall be written in that kind. For mine's 
true every Word, and no invented Stories can 
compare with it for variety of Tricks and Acci- 
dents. What's the Title of the Book; ask'd Don 
Quixote ? The Life of Gines de Paſſamonte, an- 
ſwer'd rother. Is it quite finiſh'd, ask'd the 
Knight? How the Devil can it be finiſh'd and [ 
yet living? reply'd the Slave. There's in it e- 
very material Point from my Cradle, to this my 
laſt going to the Gallies. Then it ſeems you 
have been there before, ſaid Don Quixote. I was 
only ſome four Years there once before, reply'd 
Gines : I already know how the Bisket and the 
Bull's Pizzle agree with. my Carcaſs: Ir does not 

rieve me much to go there again, for there I 
mall have leiſure to give a finiſhing Stroak to my 
Book. I have the Devil knows what to add; and 
in our Spaniſh Gallies there is always Leiſure and 
idle Time enough o” Conſcience : Neither ſhall J 
want ſo much for what I've to inſert, for I know 
it all by Heart. 

Thou ſeem'ſt to be a witty. Fellow, ſaid Don 
Nuixote, You ſhould have ſaid unfortunate too, 
reply'd the Slave; for the Bitch Fortune is ſtill 
unkiad ro Men of Wir. You mean to ſuch wick- 


ed Wretches as your ſelf, cry'd the Officer, Look. 
yon. 
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you, Mr. Commiſſary, ſaid Ginet, I have already 
deſir'd you to uſe good: Language; the Law did 
not give us to your keeping for you to abuſe us, 
but only to condu& us where the King has oc- 
caſion for us. Let every Man mind his. own Buſi- 
neſs, and give good Words or hold his Tongue; 
for by the Blood——T1l fay no more, Murder 
will out; there will be a Time when ſome Peo- 
ple's Rogueries may come to Light, as well as 
thoſe of other Folks. With that the Officer, pro- 
vok'd by the Slave's Threats, held up his Staff to- 


ſtrike kim. But Don Quixote ſtepp'd between em, 


and defir'd him not to do it, and to conſider that 
the Slave was the more to be excus'd for being 
too free of his Tongue, ſince he had ne'er ano» 
ther Member at Liberty. Then addreſſing him 
ſelf to all the Slaves, My deareſt Brethren, cry'd 
he, I find, by what I gather from your own: 
Words, that tho' you deſerve Puniſhment for the 
ſeveral Crimes of which you ſtand convicted, yet 
you ſuffer Execution of the Sentence by Con- 
ſtraint, and meerly becauſe you cannot help it. 
Beſides, tis not unlikely but that this Man's want 


of Reſclurion upon the Rack, the other's want of 


Money, the third's want of Friends and Favour, 
and in ſhort the Judges perverting and wreſting 
the Law to your grezt Prejudice, may have been 
the cauſe of your Miſery. Now, as Heaven has 
ſent me into the World to relieve the Diſtreſs'd, 
and free ſuffering Weakneſs from the Tyranny. 
of Oppr: ſſion, according to the Duty of my Pro- 
feſſion of Knight-Errantry, theſe Conſiderations: 
induce me to take you under my Protection 
But becauſe 'tis the part of a prudent Men not to 
uſe Violence where fair Means may be effeQual, 
I defire you, Gentlemen of the Guard, to releaſe: 
theſe poor. Men, there being People move? to 

Ive. 
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ſerve his Majeſty in their Places; for "tis a hard 
Caſe to make Slaves of Men that were born 
free; and you have the leſsl Reaſon to uſe theſe 
Wretches with Severity, ſeeing they never did 
you any wrong. Let em anſwer for their Sins 
in the other World; Heaven is juſt, you know, 
and will be ſure to puniſh-the Wicked as twill 
certainly reward the Good. Conſider © beſides, 
Gentlemen, that cis neither a Chriſtian-like nor 
zn honourable Action for Men to be the Butchers 
and Tormenters of one another; principally 
when no Advantage can ariſe from it. I chuſe 
to deſire this of you, with fo much Mildnefs and 
in ſo peaceable a manner, Gentlemen, that I may 
have occaſion to pay you, a thankful Acknow- 
Jedgment, if you will be-pleas'd to grant fo re- 
ſonable a Requeſt. But if you provoke. me by 
Refuſal, 'I ' muſt be oblig'd to tell ye, that this 
Lance and this Sword, guided by this invincible 


Arm, ſhall force you to yield that to my Valour 


which you deny to my civil Entreaties. 

A very good Jeſt indeed, cry'd the Officer, 
what a Devil, makes you dote at ſuch a Rate? 
Would you have us ſet at Liberty the King's Pri- 
ſoners, when we are leading em co due Puniſh- 
ment according to Law. Go, go about your 
Buſineſs, good Sir Errant, and ſet your Baſon 
right upon your empty Pate; and pray don't 
meddle any further in what does not concern 
you, for thoſe who'll play with Cats muſt expect 
to be ſcratch'd. 

Thou art a Cat, and Rat, anda Coward to 
boot, cry'd Don Quinte; and with that he at- 
tack'd the Officer with ſuch a ſudden and ſur- 
prizing Fury, that before he had any Time to 

ut himſelf into a poſture of D-fence, he ſtruck 


down dangerouſly wounded with his * 
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and as Fortune had order'd it, this happen'd to 
be the Horſe-man who was arm'd with a Carabine. 
His Companions ſtood aſtoniſh'd at ſuch a bold 
and unlook'd for Action, then fell upon the 
Champion with their Swords and Darts, which 
might have prov'd fatal to him, had not the Slaves 
Jaid hold of this Opportunity to break the Chain 
in order to regain their Liberty. For the Guards 
perceiving their Endeavours to get looſe, thought 
it more material to prevent em, than to be fight- 
ing a Mad-man. But as he preſs'd them vigorouſly 
on one fide, and the Slaves were oppoſing them 
and freeing themſelves on the other, the hurly- 
burly was ſo great, and the Guards ſo perplex d 
that they did nothing to the purpoſe. In the 
mean time Sancho was helping Gines de Paſſamonte 
to get off his Gives, which he did ſooner than 
can be imagin'd, and then that active Deſperado 
having ſeiz'd the wounded Officer's Sword and 
Carabine, he join'd with Don Quixote, and ſome- 


times aiming at the one and ſometimes at the o—-— 


ther, as if he had been, ready to fhoot em, yet ſtill 
without letting off the Piece, the other Slaves at 
the ſame time pouring Vollies of Stone. ſhot at 
the Guards; they betook themſelves to their 
Heels, leaving Don Quixote and the Criminals Ma- 
ſters of the Field. Sancho, who was always for 
taking Care of the main Chance, was not at all 
pleas'd with this Victory; for he gueſs'd that 
the Guards who were fled, would raiſe a Hue and 
Cry and ſoon be at their Heels with the whole 
Poſſe of the Holy Brother-hood, and lay em up for 
a Reſcue and Rebellion. This made him adviſe 
his Maſter to get out of the way as faſt as he 
could, and hide himſelf in the neighbouring 
Mountains, T hear you, anfwer'd Don Quixote, to 
this motion of his Squire, and I know ar 
ave 
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have to do. Then calling to him all the Slaves, 
who by this time had uncas'd the Keeper to his 
Skin, they gather'd about him to know his Plea. 
ſure, and he ſpoke to them in this manner. Tis 
the part of generous Spirits to have a grateful 
Senſe of the Benefits they receive,.no Crime be- 


ing more odious than Ingratitude. You ſee, Gen. 


tlemen, what I have done for your ſakes, and 
you cannot but be ſenſible how-highly you're o- 
blig'd to me. Now all the Recompence I require 
is only that every one of you, loaden with that 
Chain from which I have freed your Necks, do 
inſtantly repair to the City of Tobo'o; and there 


preſenting your ſelves before the Lady Duliinea 


del Tobofo, tell her that her faithful Votary, the 
Knight of the Weeſul Countenance, commanded you 
to wait on her, and aſſure her of his profound 
Veneration. Then you ſhall give her an exat 


Account of ev'ry Parcicular relating to this fa- 
mous Atchievement, by which you once more 
taſte the Sweets of Liberty; which done, I give 


you leave to ſeek your Fortunes where you 
To this the Ring-leader and Maſter-thief Gier 
de Paſſamonte made Anſwer for all the-reſt, What 


you would have us do, ſaid he, our noble Deli- 


verer, is abſolutely impracticable and impoſlible ; 
for we dare not be ſeen all together for the World. 
We muſt rather part and ſculk ſome one way, 
ſome another, and lie fnug in Creeks and Corners 
under Ground, for fear of thoſe damn'd Man- 
hounds that will be after us with a Hue and Cry ; 
therefore all we can and ought to do in this Caſe, 
is to change this Compliment and Homage which 
you'd have us pay to the Lady Dulcines del Tobeſo 
into certain number of Ave Maries and Creed, 
which we will ſay for your Benefit; and this 

may 
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may be done by Night or by Day, walking or 
ſtanding, and in War as well as in Peace. But 
to imagine we ſhall take up our Chains again, and 
lug 'em the Devi] knows whither, is as unrea- 
ſonable as to think 'tis Night now at ten a Clock 
in the Morning. S'death, to expect this from us 
is to expect Pears from an Elm-Tree. Now, by 
my Sword, reply'd Don Quixete, Sir Son of a 
Whore, Sir Geneſio de Parapilla, or whatever be 
vour Name, you ſhall go alone, creeping like a 
Dog under a Door, with all the Chain about 
your Shoulders. Gines, who was naturally very 
cholerick, judging by Don Qui/xote's Talk and 
laſt Exploit that he was not very wiſe, wink'd on 
his Companions, who, like Men that underſtood 
Signs, preſently fell back to the right and left, 
and pelted Don Quixote with ſuch a Shower of 
Stones, that all his Dexterity to cover himſelf 
with his Shield was now ineffectual, and poor 
Rozinante no more obey'd the Spur, than if he had 
been only the Statue of a Horſe. As for Sancho 
he got behind bis Aſs, and there ſhelter'd bim- 
ſelf from the Vollies of Flints that threaten'd 
his Bones, while his Maſter was fo batter'd, that 
in a little time he was thrown out of his Saddle 
to the Ground He was no ſooner down, but 
the Student leap'd on him, took off the Baſon 
from his Head, gave him three or four Thumps 
o' the Shoulders with it, and then gave it ſo ma- 
ny knocks againſt the Stones that he almoſt broke 
it to pieces. After this, they ſtripp'd him of his 
Coat; and had robb'd him of his Horſe too, but 
that his Greaves hinder'd them. They alſo eas'd 
Sancho of his upper Coat, and left him in Cuerpo; 
then having divided the Spoils, they ſhifted every 
one for himſelf, thinking more how to avoid be- 
ing taken up and link'd again in the Chain, _ 
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of trudging with it to my Lady Dulcinea del Toboſo, 
Thus the Aſs, Rozinante, Sancho and Don Qu: xote, 
remain'd indeed Maſters of the Field, but in an ill 
Condition. The Aſs hanging his Head and pen- 
five, ſhaking his Ears now and then, as if the Vol. 
lies of Stones had ſtil whizz'd about em: Rozi. 


zante lying in a deſponding manner, for he had 


been knock'd downas well as his unhappy Rider; 

Sancho uncas'd to his Doubler, and rrembling for 

fear of the Holy Brother-hood ; and Don Quixote 

filld with ſullen Regret to find himſelf ſo bar. 

N us d by thoſe whom he had ſo highly ob- 
ig d. | 
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CHAP IX. 


hat befell the renown'd Don Quixote in 
the Sierra Morena; being one of the ra- 
reſt Adventures in ibis moſt authentick Hi- 


ſtory. 


ON 2u:ixote finding himſelf ſo ungrateful- 

ly requited, Sancho, ſaid he to his Squire, I 
have often heard it ſaid, Save a Thief from the 
Gallows, and he'll be the. firſt ſhall hang you. 
Had I given ear to thy Advice, I had been excus d 
this Misfortune: Bur fince the thing is done, tis 
needleſs to repine ; this - ſhall be a Warning to 
me for the future. That is, quoth Sancho, when 
the Devil's blind. Bur ſince you ſay you had 
ſcap'd this Miſchief had you believ'd me, good 
Sir, believe me now, and you'll ſcape a greater; 
for I muſt tell you that thoſe of the holy Bro- 
therhood don't ſtand in awe of your Chivalry, 
nor do they care a Straw for all the Knight- Er- 
rants in the World : Methinks I have 'em at my 
Heels already, and their ruſty Weapons about my 
Ears. Thou art naturally a Coward Sancho, cry*d 
Don Quixote; nevertheleſs, that thou may'ſt not 
ſay J am obſtinate, and never follow thy Advice, 
I will take thy Counſel, and for once convey my 
ſelf out of the Reach of this dreadful Brotherhood 
that ſo ſtrangely alarms thee ; bur upon this Con- 
ion, that thou never tell any mortal Creature, 


| neicher while I live, nor after my Death, that 1 
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withdrew my ſelf out of this Danger thro' Fear, 
but meerly to comply with thy Entreaties : For if 
thou ever preſume to ſay otherwiſe thou wilt be- 
lie me ; and from this Time to that Time, and 
from that Time to the World's End, I give thee the 
Lie, and thou lieſt, and ſhalt lie in thy Throat, 2s 
often as thouſay ſt, or but think'ſ to the contrary, 
Therefore do not offer to reply; for ſhould'ſt thou 
but ſurmiſe that T would avoid any Danger, and e. 
ſpecially this which ſeems to give ſome Occaſion or 
Colour for Fear, I would certainly ſtay here, tho 
unattended and alone, and expect and face not on- 
ly the holy Brotherhood, which thou dread'ſt ſo 
much, bur alſo the Fraternity, or twelve Heads, 
of the Tribes of Iſrael, the ſeven Macchabees, Ca- 


flor and Pollux, and all the Brothers and Brother- 


hoods in the Univerſe. Ant pleaſe your Worſhip, 
quoth Sancho, to withdraw is not to run away, and 
to ſtay is no wiſe Action when there's more Rea. 
fon to fear than to hope; tis the Part of a wiſe 
Man to keep himſelf to Day for to Morrow, and 
not venture all his Eggs in one Basket. And for 
all I'm but a Clown or a Bumpkin as you may ſay, 
yet I'd have you to know I know what's what, 
and have always taken care of the main Chance ; 
therefore don't be aſham'd of being rul'd by me, 
but e en get o' Horſe-back an you re able: Come 
I'll help you, and then follow. me; for my Mind 
plaguily miſgives me, that now one Pair of Heels 
will ſtand us in more Stead than two Pair of 
Hands. 

Don Naixote without any Reply made ſhift to 
mount Roxinante, and Sancho on bis Aſs led the 
Way to the neighbouring mountainous Defart 


call'd Sierra Morena, which the crafty Squire had a 


Deſign to croſs over, and get out at the farthpſi 


End, either at V, or 4lmagrear del Campo, and 
11 
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in the mean Time to lurk in the craggy and al- 
moſt inacceſſible Retreats of that vaſt Wilderneſs, 
for fear of falling into the Hands of the holy Bro- 
therhood. He was the more eager to ſteer this 
Courſe, finding that the Proviſion which he had 
laid on his Aſs had eſcap'd plundering, which 
was a kind of a Miracle, conſidering how narrow. 
jy the Gally Slaves had ſearch'd every where for 
Booty. I'was Night before our two Travellers 
got to the Middle and moſt deſart Part of the 
Mountain; where Sancho advis'd his Maſter to ſtay 


ſome Days, at leaſt as long as their Proviſions 


laſted ; and accordingly that Night they took up 
their Lodging between two Rocks among a great 
Number of Cork-trees. But Fate, which, accord. 


ing to the Opinion of thoſe that have not the 


Light of Faith, guides, appoints, and contrives 
31] things as it pleaſes, directed Gines de Paſſamonte 
(that Maſter-Rogue, who, Thanks be to Don 
Qnixote's Force and Folly, had been put in a Con- 
dition to do him a Miſchief) to this very Part of 
the Mountain, in order to hide himſelf till the 
Heat of the Purſuit, which he had juſt Cauſe to 
fear, were over. He diſcover'd our Adventurers 
much about the Time that they fell afleep ; and 
as wicked Men are always ungrateful, and urgenr 
Neceſſity prompts many to do things, at the very 


Thoughts of which they perhaps would ſtart at 


other Times, Gines, who was a Stranger both to 
Gratitude and Humanity, reſolv'd to ride away 
with Sancho's Aſs ; for as for Rezinante, he look'd 
upon him as a thing that would neither ſell nor 
pawn : So while poor Sancho lay ſnoaring he ſpi- 
rited away his darling Beaſt, and made ſuch Haſte, 
that before Day he thought himſelf and his Prize 
ſecure from the unhappy Owner's Purſuit. 
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No Aurora with her ſmiling Face return'd to 
enliven and cheer the Earth, but alas ! to grieve 
and affright Sancho with a diſmal Diſcovery : For 
he no ſooger open'd his Eyes but he miſs'd his 
Aſs ; and finding himſelf depriv'd of that dear 
Partner of his Fortunes, and beſt Comfort in his 
Peregrinations, he broke out into the moſt pitiful 
and fad Lamentations in the World, inſomuch 
that he wak'd Don Quixote with his Moans. 0 
dear Child of my Bowels, cry'd he, born and 
bred under my Roof, my Childrens Play- fellow, 
the Comfort of my Wife, the Envy of my Neigh- 
bours, the Eaſe of my Burdens, the Staff of my 
Life, and in a Word half my Maintenance, for 
with ſix and twenty Marwedis, which were daily 
earn'd by thee, I made ſhift to keep half my Fa- 
mily. Don Quixote, who eaſily gueſs'd the Cauſe 
of theſe Complaints, ſtrove to comfort him with 
kind condoling Words, and learned Diſcourſes up- 
on the Uncertainty of human Happineſs : But no- 
thing prov'd ſo effectual to aſſwage his Sorrow, as 
the Promiſe which his Maſter made him of draw- 
ing a Bill of Exchange on his Niece for three Aſ- 
ſes out of five which he had at home, payable to 
Sancho Panga or his Order; which prevailing Ar- | 
gument ſoon dry'd up his Tears, huſh'd his Sighs p 
and Moans, and turn'd his Complaints into Thanks MF + 
to his generous Maſter for ſo unexpected a Favour. b 
And now as they wand'red further in theſe g 
Mountains, Don Quixote was tranſported with Joy Nm 
Tall to find himſelf where he might flatter his Am- 2 
| [ | bition with the Hopes of freſh Adventures to ſig- ot 
nalize his Valour; for theſe vaſt Deſarts made v 
him call to mind the wonderful Exploits of other p 
ha 
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Knight-Errants perform'd in ſuch Solitudes. Fill'd 
with thoſe airy Notions, he thought on nothing 


| 
| 
| | elſe: But Sancho was for more ſubſtantial Food; 
[1 | an 
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and now thinking himſelf quite out of the Reach 
of the holy Brotherhood, his only Care was to fill 
his Belly with the Relicks of the clerical Booty, 
which Rozinante was now forcd to carry; and ſo 
trudging on after his Maſter, he ſlily took out 
now one Piece of Meat, then another, and kept 
his Grinders going faſter than his Feet: Thus 
plodding on, he wou'd not have given a Ruſh to 
have met with any other Adventure, 

While he was thus employ'd, he obſerv'd that 
his Maſter endeavour'd to take up ſomething that 
lay on the Ground with the End of his Lance : 
This made him run to help him to lift up the Bun- 
dle, which prov'd to be a Portmanteau, and the 
Seat of a Saddle, that were half, or rather quite 
rotted with lying expos'd to the Weather. The 
Portmanteau was ſomewhat heavy; and Don Quix- 
oe having order'd Sancho to ſee what it contain d, 
though it was ſhut with a Chain and a Padlock, 
he caſily ſaw what was in it through the Cracks, 
and pull'd out four fine Holland Shirts, and other 
clean and faſhionable Linnen, beſides a conſidera- 
ble Quantity of Gold ty'd up in a Handkerchief, 
Bleſs my Eye-ſight, quoth Sancho; and now Hea- 
ven I thank thee for/ſending us a lucky Adventure 
once in our Lives: With that, groping further in 
the Portmanteau, he found a Table-Book richly 
bound. Give me this, ſaid Don Quixote, and do 
thou keep the Gold. Heav'n reward your Wor- 
ſhip, quoth Sancho, kiſſing his Maſter's Hand, and 
at the ſame Time clapping up the Linnen and the 
other things into the Bag where he kept the 
Victuals. I fancy, ſaid Don Quixote, that ſome 
Perſon, having loſt his Way in theſe Mountains, 
has been met by Robbers, who have murde1'd 
him, and bury'd his Body ſomewhere hereabouts. 
Sure your Worſhip's miſtaken, anſwer'd Sancho; 
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for had they been Highway-Men, they would ne- 
ver have left ſuch a -Booty behind them. Thoy 
art in the Right, reply'd Don Quixote; and there. 
fore I cannot imagine what it muſt be. But ſtay, 
I will examine the Table-Book, 3 we ſhall 
find ſomething written in that, w 

to diſcover what I would know. With that he 
open d it, and the firſt- thing he found was the 
following rough Draught of a Sonnet, fairly e- 
nough written to be read with Eaſe; ſo he read it 
aloud, that Sancho might know what was in it ag 
well as himſelf. | 


The - ESOSF FE. 


A Sonnet. 


Love's God ſure never knows our Pain, 
Or Cruelty's his darling Attribute; 

Elſe he'd ne er force me to complain, 
And to his Spite my raging Pains impute. 


But ſure if Love's a God, he muſt 
Have Knowleage equal to his Pow'r ; 
And tu @ Crime to think a God unjuft : 
N hence then the Pains that now my Heart devour? 


From Phyllis ? No: Why do I pauſe ? 
Such cruel Ils ne er boaſt ſo ſweet a Canſe; 

Nor from the Goas ſuch Torments do we bear, 
Let Death then quickly be my Cure 

When thus we Ills unknown endure, 
Tis ſporteſt to deſpair, 


ich will help us 
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The De'il of any thing can be pick'd out of this, 
quoth Sancho, unleſs you can tell who that ſame 
Phyll is. I did not read Phy, but Phyls, ſaid Don 
Quixote, O then mayhap the Man has loſt his 
Philly-foal. Phyllis, ſaid Don 8 is the Name 
of a Lady that's belov'd by the Author of this 
Sonnet, who truly ſeems to be a pretty good Po- 
et, or I've but little Judgment. Why then, quoth 
Sancho, belike your Worſhip underſtands how to 
make Verſes too? That I do, anſwer'd Don Quix- 
ote, and better than thou imagin'ſt,as thou ſhalt ſee 
when I ſhall give thee a Letter written all inVerſe 
to carry to my Lady Dulcinea del Toboſo: For I muſt 
tell thee, Friend Sancho, all the Knight-Errants, or 
at leaſt the greateſt Part of 'em, in former Times 
were great Poets, and as great Muſicians ; thoſe 
two Qualifications, or to ſpeak better, thoſe rwo 
Gifts or Accompliſhments, being almoſt inſepara- 
ble from amorous Adventures; though I muſt 
confeſs the Verſes of the Knights in former Ages 
are not altogether ſo polite, nor ſo adorn'd with 
Words, as with Thoughts and Invention. 

Good Sir, e Sancho, look again in the Pock- 
et- Book, mayhap you'll find ſomewhat that will 
inform you of what you'd know. With that Don 
Quixote turning over-Leaf, here's ſome Proſe, 
cry d he, and II think 'tis the Sketch of a Lovc- 
Letter. O good your Worſhip, quoth Sancho, read 
it out by all Means; for I mightily delight in 
hezring of Love-Stories. 
| Don Quixote read it aloud, and found what fol. 
ows. 


HE Fal ſbood of your Promiſes, and my Deſpalx, 
hurry me from you for ever; and jou ſhall jooncr 

near the News of my Death, than the Cauſe of my Come 
t.a,nts, You have forſaken me, ungrateful Fair, for one 
2 10! 
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more wealthy indeed, but not more deſerving than your 
abandon'd Slave. Were Virtue a Treaſure eſteem'd cqua] 
to its Worth by your unthinking Sex, I muft preſume 15 
Jay I ſhould have no Reaſon to enuy the Wealth of o. 
thers, and no Misfortune to bewail- What your Beauty 


has rats d, .your fidelity has deſtroy d; the firit made 


ne miſtake you for an Angel, but the laſt convinc'd mz 
vou re a very Woman, However, O too lovely Diſturber 
of my Peace, may nuinterrupted Reft and anwny 1 
engroſs your happy Hours; and may forgiving Hearn 
fill keep your Huaband's Perfidionſusſs conceal'd, le H it 
ſhould cot your repenting Heart a Sigh for the Tnjuſtice 
von have done to ſo faithful # Lover; and ſo 1 ſhould le 
prompted to @ Revenge which I do not defire 39 take. 


Farewel. 


This Letter, queth Don Quixote, does not giv- 
us any further Inſight into the things we would 
know; all I can infer from it is, that the Perſon 
who wrote it was a betray'd Lover: And ſo turn- 
ing over the remaining Leaves, he found ſeveral 
other Letters and Verſes, ſome , of which were 
legible, and ſome ſo ſcribbFd that he could not 
well peruſe them. As for thoſe he read, he could 
meet with nothing in em but Accuſations, Com- 
plaints and Expoſtulations, Diſtruſts and Jea- 
louſies, Pleaſures and Diſcontents, Favours and 
Diſdain. And while the Knight was poring on 
the Table-Book, Sancho was rummaging the Port- 
manteau and the Seat of the Saddle, with that 
Exactneſs that he did not leave a Corner unſearch- 
ed, nor a Seam unripd, nor a ſingle Lock of 
Wool] unpick'd; for the Gold he had found, 
which was above an hundred Ducats, had bur 
whetted his greedy Appetite, and made him wild 
for more. Vet though this was all he could find, 


he thought himſelf well paid for the more than 
Hercutean 
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Herculean Labours he had undergone ; nor could 
he now repine at his being toſs'd in a Blanket, the 
training and griping Operation of the Balſam, the 
Benedictions of the Pack-ſtaves and Leavers, the 
Fiſticuffs of the lewd Carrier, the Loſs of his dear 
Wallet, of his Cloak, and of his dearer Aſs, and 
all the Hunger, Thirſt, and Fatigue which he had 
ſuffer'd in his kind Maſter's Service On the o0- 
ther Side, the Knight of the woeſul Figure ſtrange— 
ly deſird to know who was the Owner of the 
Portmanteau, gueſſing by the Verſes, the Letter, 
the Linnen, and tne Gold, that he was a Perſon of 
Worth, whom the Diſdain and Infidelity of bis 
Miſtreſs had driven to Deſpair. Ar length howe- 
ver he gave over the Thoughts of ir, diſcovering 
no Body through that vaſt Deſart; and ſo he rode 
on, wholly guided by Rezinante's Direction, which 
always made the grave ſagacious Cresture chuſe 
the plaineſt and ſmootheſt Way; the Maſter ſtill 
firmly believing, that in thoſe woody unculcivated 
Fields he ſhould infallibly ſtart ſome wonderful 
Adventure. 

And indeed while theſe Hopes poſſeſs'd him, he 
ſpy'd upon the Top of a ſtony Crag juſt before 
him a Man that skipp'd from Rock to Rock over 
Briers and Buſhes with wonderful Agility. He 
ſeem'd to him naked from the Waſte upwards, 
with a thick black Beard, his Hair long and ſtrange- 
ly tangl'd, his Head, Legs, and Feet bare; on 
his Hips a Pair of Breeches, that ſeem'd to be of 
ſad colour'd Velvet, but ſo tatter'd and torn, that 
they diſcover'd his Skin in many Places. Theſe 
Particulars were obſerv'd by Don Quixote while he 


paſs'd by ; and he follow'd him, endeavouring to 


overtake him, for he preſently gueſs'd this was the 
Owner of the Portmanteau. But Rerinante, who 


was naturally (low and phlegmatick, was in too 
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weak a Caſe beſides to run Races with ſo ſwift an 
Apparition; yet the Knight of the woeful Figure 
rc{olv'd to find out that unhappy Creature, though 
he were to beſtow a whole Year in the Search ; 
and to that Intent he order'd Sancho to beat one 
Side of the Mountain, while he hunted on the 


other. In good ſooth, quoth Sancho, your Wor- 


ihip muſt excuſe me as to that; for if I but offer 
to ſtir an Inch from you I'm almoſt frighted out 
of my ſeven Senſes: And let this ſerve you here. 
after for a Warning, that you may not ſend me a 
Nail's Breadth from your Preſence. Well, ſaid the 
Knight, I will take thy Cafe into Confideration ; 
and it does not diſpleaſe me, Sancho, to fee thee 
thus rely upon my Valour, which I dare aſſure 
thee {hall never fail thee, though thy very Sou] 
ſhould be ſcar'd out of thy Body. Follow me 
therefore Step by Step, with as much Haſte as 1s 
conſiſtent with gocd Speed; and let thy Eyes pry 
every where while we ſearch every Part of this 
Rock, where 'tis probable we may meet with that 
£ic*ched Mortal, who doubtleſs is the Owner ot 

tne Portmanteau. | 
Odßigs Sir, quoth Sanche, T had rather get out 
of his Way ; for ſhould we chance to meet him, 
nd he lay Claim to the Portmanteau, tis a plain 
Cafe I ſhall be forc'd to part with the Money 
And therefore I think it is much better, without 
making ſo much ado, to let me keep it bona fe, 
till we can light on the right Owner ſome more 
ealy way, and without dancing after him; which 
mayn't happen till we have ſpent all the Money, 
and in that Caſe I'm free from the Law, and he 
may go whiſtle for't. Thou art miſtaken Sancho, 
cry'd Don Quixote; for ſeeing we have ſome Rea- 
ſon to think that we know who is the Owner, we 
are bound in Conſcience to endeavour to find him 
QLE 
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out and reſtore it to him, the rather becauſe ſhould 
we not now ſtrive to meet him, yet the ſtrong 
Preſumption we have that the Goods belong to 
him, would make us Poſſeſſors of em mala fd, 
and render us as guilty as if the Party whom we 
ſuſpe& to have loſt the things were really the right 
Owner. Therefore, Friend Sancho, do not think 
much of ſearching for him, ſince if we find him 
out 'twill extremely eaſe my Mind. With that he 
fpurr'd Rozinante; and Sancho, not very well pleas'd, 


follow'd him, comforting himſelf however with 


the Hopes of the three Aſſes which his Maſter 
h:d promis'd him. So when they had rode over 
the greateſt Part of the Mountain they came to a 
Brook, where they found a Mule lying dead, with 
her Saddle and Bridle about her, and her ſelf half 
devour'd by Beaſts and Birds of Prey; which Diſ- 
covery further confirm'd them in their Suſpicion, 
that the Man who fled ſo nimbly from them was 
the Owner of the Mule and Portmanteau. Now 
as they paus'd and ponder'd upon this, they heard 
a whiſthag like that of ſome Shepherd keeping his 
Flocks; and preſently after, upon their left Hand, 
they ſpy'd a great Number of Goats, with an old 
Herdſman after them, on the Top of the Moun- 
tain, Don Quixote call'd out to him, and deſir'd 
him to come down ; but the Goatherd inſtead of 
anſwering him, ask'd 'em in as loud a Tone how 
they came thither into thoſe Deſacts, where ſcarce 
any living Creatures reſorted except Goats , 
Wolves, and other wild Beaſts ? Sancho told him 
they would ſatify him as to that Point if he 


would come where they were. With that the 


Goatherd came down to 'em; and ſeeing them 
look upon the dead Mule, That Mule, ſaid the 
old Fellow, has lain in that very Place this fix 
Months; but pray tell me, good People, have 
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you not met the Maſter of it by the Way? We 
have met no Body, anſwer'd Don Quixote; but we 
found a Portmanteau and a Saddle-Cuſhion not 
far from this Place. I have ſeen it too, quoth the 
Goatherd, but I never durſt meddle with it, nor 


fo much as come near it, for fear of ſome Miſde- 


meanour, Jeſt I ſhould be charg'd with having 
ſtol'n ſomewhat out of it: For who knows what 
might happen? the Devil is ſubtil, and ſometimes 
lays Baits in our Way to tempt us, or Blocks to 
make us ſtumble. Tis juſt ſo with me Gaffer, 
quoth Sancho; for I ſaw the Portmanteau to, d'ye 
ſee, but the Devil a bit would I come within a 
Stone's-throw of it; no, there I found it and 
there I left it e'faith, it ſhall e'en lie there ſtill 
for me. He that keeps another Man's Dog, ſhall 
have nothing left him but the String. Tell me 
honeſt Friend, ask'd Don Quixote, do'ſt thou know 
who is the Owner of thoſe things? All I know 
ot the Matter, anſwer'd the Goatherd, is, that 
tis now ſome ſix Months, little more or leſs, ſince 
to a certain Sheepfold, ſome three Leagues off, 


there cane a young well-featur'd proper Gentle- 


man in good Cloaths, and under kim this ſame 
Mule that now lies dead here, with the Cuſhion 
and Cloak-bag, which you ſay you met but touch'd 
not. He ask'd us which was the moſt deſart and 
leaft frequented Part of theſe Mountains ? and we 
told him this where we are now; and in that we 
{poke the plain Truth, for ſhould you venture to 
go but half a League further, you would hardly 
be able to get back again in haſte ; and I marvel 
how you could get even thus far, for there's nei- 
ther High-way nor Foot-path that may direct a 
Man this Way. Now as ſoon as the young Gen- 
tleman had heard our Anſwer, he turn'd about His 
Mule, and made to the Place we ſhew'd him, 
leaving 
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leaving us all with a hugeous liking ro his Come- 
lineſs, and ſtrangely marvelling at his Demand, 
and at the Haſte he made towards the Middle of 
the Mountain. After that we heard no more of 
him in a great while, till one Day by chance one 
of the Shepherds coming by, he fell upon him 
without ſaying why or wherefore, and beat him 
well-favour'dly ; after that he went to the Aſs 
that carry'd our Victuals, and taking away all the 
Bread and Cheeſe that was there, he tripp'd back 
again to the Mountain with wond'rous Speed. 
Hearing this, a good Number of us together re- 
ſolv'd to find him out; and when we had ſpent 
the beſt Part of two Days in the thickeſt of the 
Foreſt, we found him at laſt lurking in the Hol- 
low of a huge Cork-Tree, from whence he came 
forth to meet us as mild as could be. But then 
he was fo alter'd, his Face was ſo disfigur'd, wan, 
and Sun-burnt, that had it not been for his Attire, 
which we made ſhift to know again tho' twas all 
in Rags and Tatters, we could not have thought 
it had been the fame Man. He ſaluted us courte- 
ouſly, and told us in few Words, mighty hand- 
ſomely put together, that we were not to marvel 
to fee him in that Manner, for that it bzhov'd him 
ſo to do, that he might fulfil a certain Pennance 
enjoyn'd him for the great Sins he had committed. 
We pray'd him to tell us who be was, but he 
would by no means do it: We likewiſe deſir'd 
him to let us know where we might find him, 
that whenſoever he wanted Victuals we might 
bring him ſome, which we told him we would 
be ſure to do, for otherwiſe he would be ſtarv'd 
in tht barren Place; requeſting him that if he did 
not like that Motion neither, he would at leaſt- 
wile come and ask us for what he wanted, and not 


:ake it by force as he had done, He thank'd us 
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heartily for our Offer, and begg'd Pardon for that 
Tnjury, and promis'd to ask it henceforwards as an 
Alms, without ſetting upon any one. As for his 
Place of Abode, he told us he had none certain, 
but where-ever Night caught him there he lay. 
And he ended his Diſcourſe with ſuch bitter Moans, 
that we muſt have had Hearts of Flint had we 
not had a feeling of em, and kept him company 
therein ; chiefly conſidering we beheld him ſo 
ſtrangely alter'd from what we had ſeen him be- 
fore ; for, as I ſaid, he was a very fine comely 
young Man, and by his Speech and Behaviour we 
could gueſs him to be well born, and a Court: like 
fort of a Body. Now as he was talking to us, he 
Ropp'd of a ſudden as if he had been ſtruck dumb, 
xing his Eyes ſtedfaſtly on the Ground; 
whereat we all ſtood in a Maze. After he had 
thus ſtar'd a good while, he ſhut his Eyes, then o- 
pen'd 'em again, bit his Lips, knit his Brows, 
clutch 'd his Fiſts ; and then riſing from the Ground, 
whereon he had thrown himſelf a little before, he 
flew at the Man that ſtood next to him with ſuch 
a Fury, that if we had not pull'd him off by main 
Force he would have- bit and thump'd him to 
Death; and all the while he cry'd out, Ab! Tra/- 
tor Ferdinand, here, here thou ſbalt pay for the Wrong 
the: haft done me; I muſt rip up that falſe Heart of 
thine ;.and a deal more he added, all in diſpraiſe 
of that ſame Ferdinand, After that he flung from 
us without ſaying a Word, leaping over the Buſhes 
and Brambles at ſuch a ſtrange rate, that 'twas 
impoſſible for us to come at him; from which we 
gather'd that his Madneſs comes on him by Fits, 
and that {ome one call'd Ferdinand had done him 
nil Turn, that had brought the poor young Man 
to this paſs. And this has been confirm'd fince 
that many and many Times, for when he's in * 

right 
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right Senſes he'll come and beg for Victuals, and 
thank us for it with Tears; but when he is in his 
mad Fir, he will beat us though we proffer him 
Meat civilly : And to tell you the Truth Sirs, 
added the Goatherd, I and four others, of whom 
two are my Men, and the other two my Friends. 
Yeſterday agreed to look for him till we ſhould 
find him out, and either by fair Means or by Force 
to carry him to Almedovar Town, that's but eight 
Leagues off; and there we'll have him cur'd if poſ- 
fible, or at leaſt we ſhall learn what he is when 
he comes to his Wits, and whether he has any 
Friends to whom he may be ſent back. This is 
all I know of the Matter; and I dare aſſure you 
that the Owner of thoſe things which you ſaw in 
the Way is the ſelf-ſame Body that went fo nim- 
bly by you, for Don Quixecre had by this Time ace 
quainted the Goatherd with his having ſeen chat 
Man skipping among the Rocks. 

The Knight was wonderfully concern'd when 
he had heard the Goatherd's Story, and renew'd 
his Reſolution of finding out that diſtracted 
Wretch, whatever Time and Pains it might coſt 
him. But Fortune was more propitious to his De- 
fires than he could reaſonably have expected; for 
juſt as they were ſpeaking they ſpy'd him right a- 
gainſt the Place where they ſtood, coming towards 
'em out of the Cleft of a Rock, muttering ſome- 
what to himſelf, which they could not well have 
underſtood had they ſtood cloſe by him, much leſs 
could they gueſs his Meaning at that Diſtance. 
His Apparel was ſuch as has already been ſaid, 
only Don Quixote obſerv'd when he drew nearer, 
that he had on a Shamoy Waſtecoat torn in many 
Places, which yet the Knight knew to be perfum'd 
with Amber; and by this, as alſo by the reſt of 
his Cloaths, and other Conjectures, he judg'd him 

to 
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to be a Man of ſome Quality. As ſoon as the un- 
happy Creature came near em, he ſaluted em very 
civilly, but with a hoarſe Voice. Don Quixote re- 
turn'd his Civilities, and alighting from Rozinante 
accoſted him in a very graceful Manner, and 
hugg'd him cloſe in his Arms as if he had been 


one of his intimate Acquaintance. The other, 


whom we may venture to call the Knight of the rag- 
ged Figure, as well as Don Quixote the Knight of the 
woeful Figure, having got looſe from that Embrace, 
could not forbear ſtepping back a little, and lay- 
ing his Hands on the Champion's Shoulders, he 
ſtood ſtaring in his Face as if he had been ſtriving 
to call to Mind whether he had known him be- 
fore, probably wondering as much to behold Don 
Quixote s Countenance, Armour, and ſtrange Fi- 
gure, as Don Quixote did to ſee his tatter'd Conditi- 
on. But the firſt that open d his Mouth after this 
Pauſe was the ragged Knight, as you ſhall find by 
the Sequel of the Story. 


of the renomn d Don Quixote. 
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CHA'P. X 


The Adventure in the Sierra-Morena con- 
tinued. 


HE Hiſtory relates that Don Quixote liſten'd 

with great Attention to the diſaſt'rous 
Knight of the Mountain, who made him the fol- 
towing Compliment. Truly, Sir, whoever you 
be (for I have not the Honour to know you) I'm 
much oblig'd to you for your Expreſſions of Civi- 
tity and Friendſhip ; and I cou d wiſh I were in a 
Condition to convince you otherwiſe than by 
Words of the deep Senſe I have of em: But my 
bad Fortune leaves nothing to return for ſo many 
Favours, but unprofitable Wiſhes. Sir, anſwer'd 
Don Quixote, I've ſo hearty a Deſire to ſerve you, 
that I was fully reſolv'd not to depart from this 
Wilderneſs till I had found you out, that I might 
know from your ſelf, whether the Diſcontents 
that have urg'd you to make choice of this unuſuz] 
Courſe of Life, might not admit of a Remedy ; 
for if they do, aſſure your ſelf I will leave no 
Means untry'd,,till J have purchas'd you that 
Ezſe which J heartily wiſh yon. Or if your 
Diſaſters are of that fatal Kind, that excludes you 
for ever from the Hopes of Comfort or Relief, 
then will I mingle Sorrows with you, and by ſha- 
ring your Load of Grief, help you to bear the 
oppreſſing Weight of Affliction: For 'tis the 
© only Comfort of the Miſerable to have Partners 
u their Woes, If then good Intentions may 
plead 
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plead Merit, or a grateful Requital, let me en- 
treat you Sir, by that generous Nature that ſhoots 
thro” the Gloom with which Adverſity has cloud- 
ed your graceful Out- ſide; nay, let me conjure 
you by the darling Object of your Wiſhes, to let 
me know who you are, and what ſtrange Mis. 
fortunes have urg'd you to withdraw from the 
Converſe of your Fellow-Creatures, to bury your 
ſelf alive in this horrtd Solitude ; where you lin. 
ger out a wretched Being, a Stranger to Eaſe, to 
all Mankind, and even to your very ſelf. ' And 
I folemnly ſwear, added Don Nuixete, by the Or. 
der of Knighthood, of which I am an unworthy 
Profeſſor, that if you ſo far gratify my Deſires, I 
will aſſiſt you to the utmoſt of my Capacity, either 
by remedying your Diſaſter, if tis not paſs'd Re- 
dreſs; or at leaſt Iwill become your Partner in 
Sorrow, and ſtrive to eaſe it by a Society in Sadneſs, 

Fhe Knight of the Wood hearing the Knight of 
the Wocful Figure talk at that rate, look'd 
upon him ſtedfaſtly for a long Time, and view'd 
and review'd him from Head to Feot ; and when 
he had gaz'd a great while upon him, Sir, cry'd 
ke, if you have any thing to eat for Heaven's 
Sake give it me, and when my Hunger is abated 
I ſhall be better able to comply with your Defires, 
which your great Civilities and undeſerv'd Ob- 
fers oblige me to ſatisfy: Sancho and the Goat- 
herd hearing this, preſently took out ſome Victu- 
als, the one out of his Bag, the other our of his 
Sccrip, and gave it to the ragged Knight to allay 
his Hunger, Who immediately fell on with that 
greedy Haſte, that he ſeem'd rather to devour 
than feed; for he us'd no Intermiſſion between 
Bir and Bit, fo greedily he chopp'd them up. 
When he had aſſwag'd his voracious Appetite, he 


beckon'd to Don Ruixote and the reſt. to _— 
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him; and after he had brought em to a neigh- 
bouring Meadow, he laid himſelf at his Eaſe on 
the Graſs, where the reſt of the Company ſitting 
down by him, neither he nor they having yer 
ſpoke a Word ſince he fell to eating, he began in 
this Manner. 
Gentlemen, ſaid he, if you intend to be in- 
form'd of my Misfortunes,, you muſt promiſe me 
before-hand not to cut off the Thread of my dole- 
ful Nartation with any Queſtions, or any other 
Interruption ; for in the very Inſtant that any of 


you do it, I ſhall leave off. abruptly, and will not 


afterwards go on with the Story. This Pream- 
ble put Don Quixote in mind of Sancho's ridiculous 
Tale, which by his Neglect in not telling the 
Goats, was brought to an untimely Concluſion. 
I only uſe this Precaution added the Ragged. 
Knight, becauſe I would be quick in my Rela- 
tion; for the very Remembrance of my former 
Misfortunes proves a new one to me, and yer I 
promiſe you [']] endeavour to omit nothing that's 
material, that you may have as full an Account of 
my Diſaſters as I am ſenſible you defire. There» 
upon Don Quixote for himſelf and the reſt having 
promis d him uninterrupted. Attention, he pro- 
ceeded in this Manner. My Name is Cardenio, the 
Place of my Birth one of the beſt Cities in Anda- 


luſia ; my Deſcent noble, and my Parents weal- 


thy. But my Misfortunes are fo great, that they 
are not to be remedy'd with Wealth, and have 
doubtleſs fill'd my Relations with the deepeſt 
Sorrow, In the fame Town dwelt the charming 
Lucinda, the moſt beautiful Creature that ever Na- 
ture fram'd, equal in Deſcent and Fortune to my 
ſelf, bur more happy. and leſs conſtant. I lov'd, 
nay ador'd her, almoſt from her Infancy ; and 
from her tender Y cars ſhe bleſs d me. with as kind a 
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Return as is ſuitable with the innocent Freedom 
of that Age. Our Parents were conſcious of 
that early Friendſhip} nor did they oppoſe the 
Growth of this inoffenſive Paſſion, which they 
perceiv'd could have no other Conſequences than 
a happy Union of our Families by Marriage ; a 


thing which the Equality of our Births and For. 


tunes did indeed of it ſelf almoſt invite us to, 
Afterwards our Loves ſo grew up with our Years, 
that Lucinaa's Father either judging our uſual Fa. 
miliarity prejudicial to his Daughter's Honour, or 
for ſome other Reaſons, ſent to deſire me to dil. 
continue my frequent Viſits to his Houſe, But 
this Reſtraint prov'd but like that which was us'd 
by the Parents of that loving Thisbe, ſo celebrated 


by the Poets, and but added Flames to Flames, 


and Impatience to Deſires. As our Tongues were 
now debarrd their former Privilege, we had re- 
courſe to our Pens, which aſſum'd the greater 
Freedom to . diſcloſe the moſt hidden Secrets of 
our Hearts, for the Preſence of the beloved Ob. 
ject often heightens a certain Awe and Baſhfulneſs 
that diſorders, confounds and ſtrikes dumb even 
the moſt paſſionate Lover. How many Letters 
have I wric to that lovely Charmer! How many 
ſoft moving Verſes have 1 addreſs'd to her! What 
kind yet honourable Returns have I receiv'd from 
her! The mutual Pledges of our ſecret Love, 
and the innocent Conſolations of a violent Paſ- 
fion! At length languiſhing and waſting with 
Deſire, depriv'd of that reviving Comfort of my 
Soul, I refolv'4 to remove thoſe Bars with which 
her Father's Care and decent Caution obſtructed 
my only Hapnineſs, by demanding her of him 
in Marriage. He very civilly told me, that he 
thank'd me for the Honour I did him, but that 
I had a Father alive, whoſe Conſent was to be 
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obtain'd as well as his, and who was the moſt 
proper Perſon to make ſuch a Propoſal, There- 
upon going to my Father with a Deſign to beg his 
Approbatioa and Alliſtance, I found him in his 
Chamber with a Letter open'd before him, which, 
as foon as he ſaw me, he put into my Hand, before 
could have Time to acquaint him with my 
Buſineſs. Cardenio, ſaid he, you'll ſee by this Let- 
ter the extraordinary Kindneſs that Duke Ricards 
has for you. I ſuppoſe I need not tell you, Gen- 
tlemen, that this Duke Ricardo is a Grandee of 
Spain, moſt of whoſe Eſtate lies in the beſt Part of 
Andaluſia. I read the Letter, and found it con- 
rain'd ſo kind and advantageous an Offer, that my 
Father could not bur accept of it with Thankful- 
neſs: For the Duke entreated him to ſend me to 
him with all Speed, that I might be the Compa- 
nion of his eldeſt Son, promiſing withal to ad- 


vance me to a Poſt anſwerable to the good Opi- 


nion he had of me. This unexpected News ſtruck 
me dumb; but my Surprize and Diſappointment 


were much greater, when I heard my Father ſay 


to me, Cardenio, you muſt get ready to be gone 
in two Days: In the mean time give Heaven 
Thanks for opening you a Way to that Preferment, 
which I am ſenſible you deſerve. After this he 
gave me feveral wiſe Admonitions both as a Fa- 
ther and a Man of Buſineſs, and then he left me. 
The Day fix'd for my Journey quickly came; 
however the Night that preceeded it, I ſpoke to 
Lucinda at her Window, and told her what had 
happen'd. FT alfo gave her Father a Viſit, and in- 
form'd him of it too; beſeeching him to preſerve 
his good Opinion of me, and defer the beſtowing 
of his Daughter till I had been with Duke Ricar- 


| do, which he kindly promis'd me: And then Lu. 


cnaa and I, after an Exchange of Vows and Pro- 
teſtations 
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teſtations of eternal Fidelity, took our Leaves of 


each other, with all the Grief which two tender 


and paſſionate Lovers can feel at a Separation. 

I left the Town, and went to wait upon the 
Dake, who receiv'd and entertain'd me with that 
extraordinary Kindneſs and Civility that ſoon 


rais'd the Envy of his greateſt Favourites. But he 


that moſt endearingly careſs'd me, was Don Ferd;. 


nana, the Duke's ſecond Son, a young, airy, hand- 


ſome, generous Gentleman, and of a very amo- 
rous Diſpoſition ; he ſeem'd to be overjoy'd at my 
coming, and in a moſt obliging Manner told me, 
he would have me be one of kis moſt intimate 
Friends. In ſhort, he ſo really convinc'd me of 
his Affe ion, that tho' his elder Brother gave me 
many Teitimonies of Love and Eſteem, yet could 
I eaſily diſtinguiſh between their Favours. Now, 
as tis common for Boſom Friends to keep no» 
thing ſecret from each other, Don Ferdinand re ly- 
ing as much on my Fidelity, as I had Reaſon to 
depend on his, reveal'd to me his moſt private 
Thoughts, and among the reſt his being in Love, 
with the Daughter of a very rich Farmer who 
was his Father's Vaſſal. The Beauty of that love- 
ly Country-Maid, her Virtue, her Diſcretion, and 


the other Graces of her Mind, gain'd her the Ad- 


miration of all thoſe who approach'd her; and 
thoſe uncommon Endowments had ſo charm'd the 
Soul of Don Ferdinand, that finding it abſolutely 
impoſſible to corrupt her Chaſtity, ſince ſhe would 
not yield to his Embraces as a Miſtreſs, he refolv'd 
to marry her. I thought my ſelf oblig'd by a!! 
the Ties of Gratitude and Friendſhip, to diſſwade 
him from ſo unſuitable a Match; and therefore I 
made uſe of ſuch Arguments as might have di- 
verted any one but ſo confirm'd a Lover from ſuch 
an unequal Choice. At laſt finding em all in- 

effectual, 


— ws 28 RE MG Er EEE 4 


„ 


>> 7 10> b 


* 


of the renomn'd Don Quixote. 259 


e ſfectual, I reſolv'd to inform the Duke his Father 
with his Intentions : But Don Ferdinand was too 
clear-ſighted not to read my Deſign in my great 
Diſlike of his Reſolutions, and dreading ſuch a 
Diſcovery, which he knew my Duty to his Father 
might well warrant, in ſpighr of our Intimacy, 
ſince I look'd upon ſuch a Marriage highly te- 
judicial to 'em both; he made it his Buſineſs to 
hinder me from betraying his Paſſion to his Fa- 
ther's Knowledge, aſſuring me there would be no 
need to reveal it to him. To blind me effectual- 
ly, he told me he was willing to try the Power 
of Abſence, that common Cure of Love, thus to 
wear out and loſe bis unhappy Paſſion; and that 
in order to this, he would take a Journey with me 
to my Father's Houſe, pretending to buy Horſes 
in our Town, where the beſt in the World are 
bred: No ſooner had I heard this plaufible Pro- 
poſal but I approv'd it, ſway'd by the Intereſt of 
my own Love, that made me fond of an Opportu- 
nity to ſee my abſent Lucinda. I have heard ſince 
that Don Ferdinaud had then already been bleſs'd by 
his Miſtreſs, with all that boundleſs Love allows, 
in the Quality of a Husband, and that he only 
waited an Opportunity to diſcover it with Safety, 
being afraid of incurring his Father's Indignation. 
But as that which we call Love in young People, 
is too often only an irregular Paſſion and boiling 
Deſire, that has no other Object than ſenſual Plea- 
fure, and vaniſhes with Enjoyment, while real 
Love fixing it ſelf on the Perfections of the Mind, 
is ſtill improving and permanent ;. as ſoon as Don 
Ferdinand had reap'd the Fruits of his Deſires, his 
ſtrong Affection ſlacken'd, and his hot Love grew 
cold : So that if at firſt his propoſing to try the 
Power of Abſence, was only a Pretence that he 
might. poſſeſs his Wiſhes; there was nothing pou 

which, 
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which he more heartily coveted, that he might 
avoid the former Object. And therefore having 
obtain'd the Duke's Leave, away we poſted to my 
Father's Houſe, where Don Ferdinand was enter. 
fain'd according to his Quality; and I went to 
viſit my Lucinda, who by a thouſand innocent 
Endearments, made me ſenſible that her Love, 
Ike mine, was rather heighten'd than weaken'd 
by Abſence, if any thing could heighten a Love 
ſo great and ſo perfect. I then thought my ſelf 
oblig'd by the Laws of Friendſhip not to conces! 
the Secrets of my Heart from ſo kind and inti- 
mate a Friend, who had fo generouſly intruſted 
me with his ; and therefore, to my eternal Ruin, 
I unhappily diſcoverd to him my Paſſion. I 
prais'd Lucinda's Beauty, her Wit, her Virtue, 
and prais'd em ſo like a Lover, fo often and ſo 
highly, that I rais'd in him a great Deſire to ſee ſo 
accompliſh'd a Lady; and to gratify his Curioſity, 
I ſhew'd her to him by the Help of a Light, one 
Evening at a low Window, where we us'd to hold 
our amorous Interviews. She prov'd but too 
charming, and too ſtrong a Temptation to Don 
Ferdinand; and her prevailing Image made fo deep 
an Impreſſion on his Soul, that 'twas ſufficient 
to blot out of his Mind all thoſe daily Beauties 
that had till then employ'd his wanton Thoughts: 
He was ſtruck dumb with Wonder and Delight, 
at the Sight of the raviſhing Apparition ; and in 
ſhort, to ſee her and to love her prov'd with him 
the ſame thing: And when I ſay to love her, I 
need not add to Deſparation, for there's no loving 
her but to an Extreme. If her Face made him 
ſo ſoon take fire, her Wit quickly ſet him all in 
a Flame. He often importun'd me to communi— 
cate to him ſome of her Letters, which I indeed 
woul'd ne'er expoſe to any Eyes but my own; but 

unhappily 
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unhappily one Day be found one, wherein ſhe de- 
ſir'd me to demand her of her Father, and to 
haſten the Marriage. It was penn'd with that Ten- 
derneſs and Diſcretion, that when he had read it, 
he preſently cry'd out, that the amorous Charms 
that were ſcatter'd and divided among other Beau- 
ties, were all divinely centur'd in Lucinda, and in 
Lucinda alone. Shall I confeſs a ſhameful Truth? 
Lucinda's Praiſes, tho' never ſo deſerv'd, did not 
ſound pleaſantly to my Ears our of Don F.rdinana's 
Mouth. I began to entertain I know not what 
Diſtruſts and jealous Fears, the rather becauſe he 
would ſtill be improving the leaſt Opportunity of 
talking of her, and inſenſibly turning the Diſ- 
courſe he had of other Matrers to make her the 
Subject, tho' never fo far fetch'd, of our con- 
ſtant Talk. Not that I was apprehenſive of the 
leaſt Infidelity from Lucinda : Far from it; ſhe 
gave me daily freſh Aſſurances of her inviolable 
Affection: But I fear d every thing from my ma- 
lignant Stars, and Lovers are commonly induſtri- 
ous to make themſelves uneaſy. 

It happen'd one Day that Lucinda, who took 


. great Delight in reading Books of Knight. Erran- 
try, defir d me to lend her the Romance of 4madis 
Bo Ga! — | 


Scarce had Cardenio mention'd Knight-Erran« 


try, when Don Quixote interrupted him ; Sir, ſaid 


he, had you but told me when you firſt menti- 


ond the Lady Lucinda, that ſhe was an Admirer 


of Books of. Knight-Errantry, there had been no 
need of uſing any Amplification to convince me 


of her being a Perſon of uncommon Senſe; yet, 


Sir, had ſhe not us'd thoſe mighty Helps, thoſe in- 
fallible Guides to Senſe, tho' indulgent Nature had 
ſtrove to bleſs her with the richeſt Gifts ſhe can 
beſtow, I might juſtly enough have doubted Ts 

ther 
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ther her Perfections could have gain'd her the 
Love of a Perſon of your Merit. But now you 
need not employ your Eloquence to ſet forth the 
Greatneſs of her Beauty, the Excellence of her 
Worth, or the Depth of her Senſe: For, from this 
Account which I have of her taking great Delight 
in reading Books of Chavalry, I dare pronounce 
her to be the moſt beautiful, nay, the moſt ac. 
compliſh'd Lady in the Univerſe : And TI heartily 
could have wiſh'd that with Amadis de Gaul you 
had ſent her the worthy Don Rugel of Greece; ſor 
J am certain the Lady Lucinda would have been 
extremely delighted with Darayda and Garayda, as 
alſo with the diſcreet Shepherd Darinel, and thoſe 
admirable Verſes of his Bacolicks, which he ſuns 
and repeated with ſo good a Grace. But a time 
may yet be found to give her the Satisfaction of 
reading thoſe Maſter-pieces, if you will do me 
the Honour to come to my Houſe ; for there 1 
may ſupply you with above three hundred Vo- 
lumes. which are my Soul's greateſt Delight, ard 
the darling Comfort of my Life ; though now 1 
remember my ſelf,I have juſt Reaſon to fear there's 
not one of 'em lefr in my Study, thanks to the 
malicious Envy of wicked Inchanters. I beg your 
Pardon for giving you this Interruption, contrary 
ro my Promiſe ; but when I hear the leaſt Men- 
tion made of Knight-Errantry, it is no more in 
my Power to forbear ſpeaking, than 'tis in the Sun- 
beams not to warm, or in thoſe of the Moon not 
to impart her natural Humidity ; and therefore, 
Sir, I befeech you to go on. 

While Don Quixtte was running on with this 
impertinent Digreſſion, Cardenio hung down his 
Head on his B.eaſt with all the Signs of a Man 
Ioſt in Sorrow: Nor could Don Quixote with re- 


peated Entreaties perſwade him to lock vp, 4 an- 
| We! 
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ſwer a Word. At laſt, after he had ſtood thus a 


conſiderable while, he rais'd his Head, and ſud- 
denly breaking Silence, I am poſitively convinc'd, 
* cry'd he, nor ſhall any Man in the World ever 
© perſwade me to the contrary ; and he's a Block- 
head who ſays, that great Villain, Mr. Elizabat 
the Barber, never lay with Queen Mada/ima. 
'Tis falſe, cry'd Don Quixote, in a mighty Heat, 
by all the Powers above tis all Scandal and baſe 
Detraction to ſay this of Queen Madaſima : She 


was a moſt noble and virtuous Lady ; nor is ir 


to be preſum'd that ſo great a Princeſs would ever 
debaſe herſelf ſo far as to fall in love with a Quack. 
Whoever dares to fay ſhe did, lies like an arrant 
Villain ; and I'll make him acknowledge it either 
a-foot or a-horſeback, arm'd or unarm'd, by Night 
or by Day, or how he pleaſes. Cardenio very ear- 
neſtly fix'd his Eyes on Don Quixote while he was 
thus defying him and taking Queen Madaſma's 
Part, as if ſhe had been his true and lawful Prin- 
ceſs; and being provok'd by theſe Abuſes into one 


.of his mad Fits, he took up a great Stone that lay 


by him and hit Don Quixote ſuch a Blow with it, 
that it beat him on his Back. Sancho ſeeing his 
Lord and Maſter ſo roughly handl'd, fell upon the 
mad Knight with his clench'd Fiits ; but he bear 
him back at the firſt Onſet, and laid him at his 
Feet with a ſingle Blow ; and then fell a trampling 
on his Guts, like a Baker in a Dough-trough. Nay, 
the Goatherd, who was offering to take Sancho's 
Part, had lik'd to have been ferv'd in the ſame 
Manner. So the Ragged Knight having tumbl'd 
em one over another, and beaten em handſomely, 
left em, and ran into the Wood without the leaſt 
Oppoſition, 

Szncho got up when he ſaw him gone, and be. 


ing very much out of Humour to find himſelf fo 


roughly 
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roughly handl'd without any Manner of Reaſon, 
began to pick a Quarrel with the Goatherd, rail. 
ling at him for not fore-warning them of the 
Ragged Knight's mad Fits, that they might have 
ſtood upon their Guard. The Goatherd anſwer's, 
he had given'em Warning at firſt, and if he could 
nor hear, 'twas no Fault of his. To this Sancho 
reply'd, and the Goatherd made a Rejoinder, till 
from Pro's and Cons they fell to a warmer way 
of Diſputing, and went to Fiſty-cuffs together, 
catching one another by the Beards, and tugging, 
halling, and belabouring one another ſo unmerci- 
fully, that had not Don Quixote parted 'em, they 
would have pull'd one another's Chins off. Sanchy 
in great Wrath ſtill keeping his Hold, cry'd to his 
Maſter, Let me alone, Sir Knight of the Wocful 
Figure: This is no dubb'd Knight, but an ord'na- 
ry Fellow like my ſelf; I may be reveng'd en him 
for the Wrong he has done me ; let me box it 
out, and fight him fairly Hand to Fiſt like a Man, 
Thou may'ſt fight him as he's thy Equal, anſwer d 
Don Quixote, but thou ovghteſt not to do it ſince 
he has done us no Wrong. After this he pacify'd 
'em, and then addrefling himſelf to the Goat- herd, 
he ask'd him whether it were poſſible to find our 
Cardenio again, that he migh hear the End of his 
Story. The Goatherd anſwer'd, that, as he had 
already told him, he knew of no ſettl'd Place he 
us d, but that if they made any Stay thereabouts, 
he might be ſure to meet with bim, mad or ſober, 
{ome time or other, 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. XI. 


Of the ſtrange things that happen d to the 
forks Knight + La 3 in the 
Mountain; and of the Penance which be 
did there, in imitation of Beltenebros, or 
the Lovely Obſcure. 


ON 2«ixore took leave of the Goat-herd, 

and having mounted Rezinante, command- 

ed Sancho to follow him, which he did, but with 
no very good Will, his Maſter leading him into 
the rougheſt and moſt craggy part of the Moun- 
tain, Thus they travell'd for a while without 
ſpeaking a Word to each other; Sancho almoſt 
dead and ready to burſt for want of a little 
Chat, waited with great Impatience till his Maſter 
ſhould begin, not daring to ſpeak firſt, ſince his 
firi& Injunction of Silence. But at laſt not being 
able to keep his Word any longer, Gocd your 
Worſhip, quoth he, give me your Bleſſing and 
Leave to be gone, I beſeech you, that I may go 
home to my Wife and Children, where I may 
talk till I am weary, and no Body can hinder me; 
for I muſt needs tell you, that for you to think 
to lead me a jaunt over Hedge and Ditch, through 
| Hills and Dales, by Night and by Day, without 
| daring to open my Lips, is but to bury me alive. 
| Could Beaſts ſpeak, as they did in Giaſopet's 
Time,'twould not have been half ſo bad with me; 

| for then ſhould I have had one here to have talk d 
Yol I. | N with; 


_— 
"> 


. —_ : - ER — . 2 3 Ss. N ' r 
WELD In —————— | — | | = 
— —— —-„-—0 Tr Cr. P ͤ we os 


266 The Life and Atchievements 


with; but to trot on this faſhion all the days of 


my Life afrer Adventures, and to light on no- 


thing but Thumps, Kicks, Cuffs, and be toſt in a 


Blanket, and after all forſooth to have a Man's 


Mouth ſow'd up, without daring to ipeak one's 


Mind, I ſay't again, no living Seul can endure it. 
I underſtand thee, Sancho, anſwer'd Don NQuicute, 


thou lingereſt with Impatience to exerciſe thy 


talking Faculty. Well, I am willing to free thy 
Tongue from this Reſtraint that ſo cruelly pains 


. thee, upon Condition, that the time of this Li- 


cence ſhall not extend beyond that of our con. 
tinuance in theſe Mountains. A Match, quoth 
Sancho, let's make Hay while the Sun ſhines. IL'II 
talk whilſt I may; what I may do hereafrer 
Heaven knows beſt! And ſo beginning to take 
the benefit of his Priviledge, pray Sir quoth he, 


what Occaſion had you to take ſo hotly the part 
of Queen Magimaſa, or what d' ye call her? 


What a Devil was it to you, whether that ſame 
Maſter .4bbot were her Friend in a Corner, or 


No? Had you taken no notice of what was ſaid, 
as you might well have done, ſeeing 'twas no 

Buſineſs of yours, the Mad-man would have gone 
on with his Story, you had miſs'd a good Thump 


on the Breaſt, and I had ſcap'd ſome five or (ix 
good Dowſes on the Chaps, beſides the trampling 
of my Puddings. Upon my Honour, Friend 
Sancho, reply'd Don Quixote, did'ſt thou but know, 
as well as 1 do, what a Vertuous and Eminent 
Lady Queen Madaſima was, thou would'ſt ſay 1 
had a great deal of Patience, ſeeing I did not 
ſtrike that Profane Wretch on the Mouth out of 
which ſuch Blaſphemies proceeded : For in ſhort, 
*twas the higheſt piece of Detraction to ſay, That 
a Queen was ſcandalouſly Familiar with a Barber- 


Surgeon : For the truth of the Story is, that this 


Maſter 
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Maſter Elizabat, of whom the Mad-man ſpoke, 
was a Perſon of extraordinary Prudence and &. 
gacity, and Phyſician to that Queen, who alſo 
made uſe of his Advice in Matters of Importance; 
but to ſay ſhe gave him up her Honour, and 
proſtituted her ſelf to the Embraces of a Man of 
an inferiour Order, was an Impudent, groundleſs, 
and Slanderous Accuſation, worthy the ſevereſt 
Puniſhment : Neither can I believe that Cardenio 
knew what he ſaid, when he Charg'd the Queen 
with that debaſing Guilt; For 'cis plain, that 
his raving Fit had diſorder'd the ſeat of his Un- 
derſtanding. Why, there it is, quoth Sancho ; 
who but a Mad-man would have minded what a 
Mad- man ſaid ? What if the Flint that hit you on 
the Breaſt had paſh'd out your Brains? We had 
been in a dainty Pickle for taking the part of that 
ſame Lady, with a Peaſe-cod on her. Nay, and 
Cardenio would have come off too had he knock'd 
you on the Head; for the Law has nothing to do 
with Mad-men. Sancho, reply'd Don Quixote, we 
Knight-Errants are oblig'd to vindicate the Hon- 
our of Women of all Quality ſoever, as well a- 
gainſt Mad-men as againſt Men in their Senſes ; 
much more of Queens of that magnitude and ex- 
traordinary Worth as was Queen Madaſima, for 
whoſe rare Endowments I have a peculiar Ve- 
neration; for ſhe was a moſt Beautiful Lady, Dii- 
creet and Prudent to Admiration, and behav'd her 
felf with an exemplary Patience in all her Misfor- 
tunes. Twas then that the Company and whole- 
ſome Counſels of Maſter Elxalat prov'd very uſe- 
ful to alleviate the burden of her Aflicions ; from 
which the ignorant and ill- meaning Vulgar took 
occaſion to ſuſpect and rumour, that fie was guil- 
ty of an unlawful Commerce with him. But T 
{oy once more, they lye, and lye a thouſand times, 
N 2 v ho- 


him again, may chance to make an end of what 
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whoever they be, that ſhall preſumptuouſiy re- 
pdre, or hint, or ſo much as think or ſurmiſe ſo 
aſe a Calumny. | 

Why, quoth Sancho, I neither ſay, nor think, one 
way nor tother, not I: Let them that ſay it eat 
the Lie, and ſwallow it with their Bread. If they 
lay together, they have anſwer'd for it before 
now. I never thruſt my Noſe into other Men's 
Porridge. I don't love to tell a Lie, and find the 
Truth ; that were as bad as to buy and ſell, and 
Jive by. the Loſs. Let him that owns the Cow, 
take her by the Tail. Naked I came into the 
World, and Naked muſt I po out. Many go out 
for Wooll, and come home Shorn themſelves. Lit- 
tle ſaid is ſoon amended. Ft's a Sin to belie the 
Devil: But miſunderſtanding brings Lies to 
Town, and there's no Padlocking of People's 
Mouths; for a cloſe Mouth catches no Flies. 

Bleſs me! cry'd Don Quixote, what a' Catalogue 


of muſty Proverbs haſt thou run thorough ! What 


a heap of frippery Ware haſt thou threaded to- 
gether, and how wide from the Purpoſe ! Prithee 
have done, and for. the future let thy whole 
Study be to ſerve thy Maſter ; nor So then con- 
cern thy ſelf with things that are out of thy 
Sphere; and remember this, That whatſoever J 
do, have done, and ſhall do, is no more than 
what is the reſult of mature Conſideration, and 
ſtrictly conformable to the Laws of Chivalry, 
which I underſtand better than all the Knights 


that ever profeſs'd Knight-Errantry. Ay, ay, Sir, 


quoth Sancho, but pray, is't a good Law of Chi- 


valry that ſays we ſhould wander up and down 


over Buſhes and Briers, in this Rocky Wilder- 
neſs, where there's neither Foot-path nor Way; 
running after a Mad-man who, if we light on 
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he has begun; not of his Tale of a Roaſted 


Horſe I mean, but of Belabouring you and me 
thoroughly, and ſqueezing out my Guts at both 
ends. Once more I prithee have done, ſaid Don 
Quixote : I have Buſineſs of greater Moment 
than the finding this Frantick Man; it is not 
{o much that Buſineſs that detains me in this 
Barren and Defolate Wild, as a deſire I have to 
perform a certain Heroick Deed that ſhall im- 
mortalize my Fame, and make it fly to the re- 
moteſt Regions of the Labitable Globe; nay, it 
hall ſeal and confirm me the moit Compleat and 
abſolute Knight-Errant in the World. But js 
not this ſame Adventure very Dangerous, ask'd 
Sarcho ? Not at all, reply'd Don Quixote, though 
as Fortune may order it, our ExpeQations may 


be Bafld by diſappointing Accidents : But the 


main thing conſiſts in thy Diligence. My Dili- 
gence ? quoth Sancho; I mean, ſaid Don Quix- 
dee, that if thou return't with all the Speed 


imaginable from the Place whither I deſign to 


ſend thee, my Pain will ſoon be at an end, and 
my Glory will begin. And. becauſe I do nor 
doubt thy Zeal for advancing thy Maſter's Inte- 
reſt, I will no longer conceal my Deſign from 
thee: Know then, my moſt faitkful Squire, that 
Amadis de Gaul was one of the moſt accompliſh'd 
Knight-Errants ; nay I ſhould not have ſaid, he 
was one of them, but the moſt Perfe&, the Chief, 
and Prince of em all. And let not the Bel:an; es, 
nor any others pretend to ſtand in Competition 
with him for the honour of Priority ; for, to my 
Knowledge, . ſhould they attempt it, they wou'd 
be egregiouſly in the Wrong. I muſt alſo inform 
thee, that when a Painter ſtudies to excell and 
grow famous in his Art, he takes care to imitate 
the beſt Originals ; I ought likewiſe 
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to be obſerv'd in all other Arts and Sciences that 
ſerve for the Ornament of well Regulated Com- 
mon-wealths. Thus he that is Ambitious of 
gaining the Reputation of a Prudent and Patient 
Man, ought ro propoſe to himſelf to imitate 
es, in whoſe Perſon Homer has admirably de. 
lineated a perfect Pattern and Prototype of Wiſ⸗ 
dom and heroick Patience. So Virgil in his Eneas, 
has given the World a rare Exzmple of filial 
Piety, and of the Sagacity of a Valiant and Ex- 
perienc'd General; both the Greek and Roman 
Poets repreſenting their Herces not ſuch as they 
really were, but ſuch as they ſhould be, to re- 
main Examples of Vertue to enſuing Ages. In 
the ſame manner, Amadis having been the Polar 
Star and Sun cf Valorous and Amorous Knights, 
tis him we ought to ſet before our Eyes as our 
great Exemplar, all of us that fight under the 
Banner of Love and Chivalry ; for "cis certain 
that the Adventurer who ſhall emulate him beſt, 
Mall confequently arrive neareſt to the Perfection 
„f Knight-Errantry. Now Sancho, I find that 
among all other things which moſt diſplay'd that 
Chempion's Prudence and Fortitude,_ his Con- 
flancy and Love, and his other heroick Vertues, 
none was more remarkable than his retiring from 
his diſdainful Orana, to do Penance on the Poor 
Rock, changing his Name into that of Beltene- 
»roz, or The Lovely Obſcure, a Title certainly moſt 
ſigniſicant, and adapted to the Life which he then 
intended to lead. So I am reſolved to imirate 
him in this, the rather becauſe I think it a more 
eaſje Task than it would be to copy his other 
Archievements, ſuch as cleaving the Bodies of 
Giants, cutting off the Heads of Dragons, killing 
dreadful Monſters, routing whole Armies, diſ- 
perſing Navies, and breaking the Force of Magick 

| Spells, 


of the renown'd Don Quixote. 271 


Spells. And ſince theſe Mountainous Wilds of- 
fer me ſo fair an Opportunity, I ſee no reaſon 
why I ſhould neglect it, and therefore I'll lay 
hold on it now. Very well, quoth Sancho; but 
pray, Sir, what is it that you mean to do in this 
Fag-end of the World? Have I not already told 
thee, anſwer'd Don Quixote, that I intend to Copy 
Ainadis in his Madneſs, Deſpair, and Fury? At 
the ſame time I will Imitate the Valiant Orlan- 
do Furioſo's Extravagence, when he run Mad, af- 
ter he had found the unhappy Tckens of the Fair 
Angelica's diſhonourable Commerce with Medor at 
the Fountain; at which Time in his frantick Deſ- 
pair, he tore up Trees by the Roots, troubl'd the 
Waters of the clear Fountains, flew the Shep- 
herds, deſtroy'd their Flocks, fir'd their Huts, 
demoliſh'd Houſes, drove their Horſes before 
him, and committed a hundred thouſand other 
Extravagancies worthy to be Recorded in the © 
Eternal Regiſter of Fame. Not that I intend 
however in all things to imitate Roldan, or Or- 
lando, os Rotoland, (tor he had all thoſe Names) 
but only to make choice of ſuch frantick Effects 
of his Amorous Deſpair, as I ſhall think moſt Eſ- 
ſential, and worthy Imitation. Nay, perhaps I 
ſhall wholly follow Amadis, who without launch- - 
ing out into ſuch deſtructive and fatal Ravings, 
and only expreſſing his Anguiſh in Complaints 
and Lamentations, gain'd nevertheleſs a Renown 
equal, if not ſuperiour to that of the greateſt 
Heroes. Sir, quoth Sancho, I dare ſay the Knights 
who did theſe Penances had ſome reaſon to be 
Mad; but what need have you to be Mad too? 
What Lady has ſent you a packing, or ſo much 
as ſlighted you? When did you ever find that 
my Lady Dulcinea del Toboſo, did otherwiſe than 
ſue ſhould do, with either Turk or Chriſtian ? 
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Why, there's the Point cry'd Don Quixote, in 
this conſiſts the ſingular Perfection of my Un- 
dertaking ; for, mark me Sancho, for a Knight- 
Errant to run mad upon any juſt Occaſion, is 
neither ſtrange nor meritorious ; no, the Rarity 
is to run mad without a cauſe, without the leaſt 


conſt. aint or neceſſity; Sancho, there's a refin'd 


and exquiſite Paſſion for you, for thus my Mi- 
ſtreſs muſt needs have a vaſt Idea of my Love; 
fiace it drove me to ſuch a ſtate without any pro- 
vocation, it muſt undoubtedly have carry'd me 
to the ſtrangeſt Extremities, had I labour'd under 
any Amorous Misfortunes. But beſides, I have 
but too juſt a Motive to give a looſe to my raving 


Grief, conſidering the long date of my Abſence. 


from my ever Supreme Lady Dulcinea del Toboſo ; 
for as the Shepherd in Matthias Ambroſio has it, 


Poor Lovers abfent from the Darling Fair, 
All Ills not only dread, but bear. 


Then do not laviſh any more Time in ſtriving 
to divert me from ſo rare, ſo happy, and ſo ſingu- 
lar an Imitation. I am mad, and will be mad, till 
thy return with an Anſwer to the Letter which 
thou muſt carry from me to the Lady Dulcinea; 
and if it be as favourable as my unſhaken Con- 
itency deſerves, then my Madneſs and my Pe- 
nance ſhajl end; but if I find ſhe repays my 
Vows and Services with ungrateful Diſdain, then 
will I be emphatically Mad, and fcrew up my 
Thoughts to ſuch an exceſs of Diſtraction, that [ 
ſhall be inſenſible of the Rigour of my relentleis 
Fair. Thus, what return ſoever ſhe makes to my 
Paſſion, I ſhall be eas'd one way or other of the 
2nxious Thoughts that now divide my Soul ; 
either entertaining the welcome News of her r& 
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viving Pity with demonſtrations of Senſe, or elſe - 


ſhewing my inſenſibility of her Cruelty by the 
heighth of my Diſtraction. But in the mean 
time, Sancho, tell me, haſt thou carefully preſerv- 
e4- Mambrino's Helmet ? I ſaw thee take it up r'o- 
ther Day, after that Monſter of Ingratitude bad 
ſpent his Rage in vain Endeavours to brezk it ; 
which by the way, argues the moſt excellent 
Temper of the Metal. Body of me, quoth Sancho, 
Sir Knight of the Woeful Figure, I can no longer 
bear to hear you run on at this rate : Why, this 
were enough ro make any Man believe that all 
your bragging and bouncing of your Knight» 


Errantry, your Winning of Kingdoms, and be- 


ſowing of Iflands, and Heaven knows what up- 
on your Squire, are meer flim-flam Stories, and 
nothing but Shams and Lies : For who the Devil 
can hear a Man call a Barber's Baſon a Helmet, 
nay, and ſtand to't, and vouch it four days to- 
gether; and not think him that ſays it, to be 


ſtark Mad, or without Guts in his Brains? I have - 


the Baſon ſafe enough here in my Pouch, and I'll 


get it mended for my own uſe, if ever I have the 


luck to get home to my Wife and Children. Now 
as I love bright Arms, cry'd Don Quixote, I fwear 


thou art the ſhalloweſt, ſillieſt, and moſt ſtupid - 


Fellow of a Squire that ever I heard or read of in 


my Life. How is it poſſible for thee to be ſo dull 


of Apprehenſion, as not to have learnt in all this 
time that thou haſt been in my Service, that all the 
Actions and Adventures of us Knight-Errants 
ſcem to be meer Chimera's, Follies, and Imper- 


tinencies? Not that they are ſo indeed, but ei- 


ther through the officious Care, or elſe through. 


the Malice and Envy of thoſe Inchanters thar 


ways aſſiſt or perſecute us unſeen. aud by their 
Faſcinations change the appearance of our Act i- 
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ons into what they pleaſe, according to their 
love or hate. This is the very reaſon why that 
which I plainly perceive to be Mambrino's Helmet 
ſeems to thee to be only a Barber's Baſon, and 
perhaps another Man may take it to be ſomething 
elſe. And in this I can never too much admire 
the Prudence of the Sage who eſpouſes my Inter. 
eſts, in making that ineſtimable Helmet ſeem a 
Baſon ; for did it appear in its proper Shape, its 
tempting value would raiſe me as many Enemies 
as there are Men in the Univerſe, all eager to 
fnatch from me ſo deſirable a Prize. Keep it ſafe 
then, Sancho, for I have no need of it at preſent ; 
far from it, I think to put off my Armour, and 
{trip my felf as naked as I came out of my Mo- 
ther's Womb, in cafe I determine to imitate Or. 
lando's Fury, rather then the Penance of Amads. 
This Diſcourſe brought 'em to the Foot of a 
high Rock that ſtood by it ſelf, as if it had been 
hewn out and divided from the reſt ; by the skirt 
of it glided a purling Stream, that ſoftly rook its 
winding Courſe through an adjacent Meadow, 
The verdant freſhneſs of the Graſs, the number 
of wild Trees, Plants, and Flowers that feaſted 
the Eyes in that pleaſant Solitude, invited the 
Knight of the Woeful Iigure, to make choice of it 
to perform his Amorous Penance; and therefore 
as foon as he had let his raviſh'd Sight rove a 
while o'er the ſcatter'd Beauties of the Place, he 
cook poſſeſſion of it with the following Speech, 
as if he had utterly loſt the ſmall ſhare of Reaſon 
he had left. Behold, O Heavens, cry'd he, the 
Place which an unhappy Lover has choſen to be- 
moan the deplorable State to which you have re- 
duc'd him ; here ſhall my flowing Tears ſwell 
the Tiguid Veins of this Cryſtal-Rill, and my 


deep Sighs perpetually move the Leaves of theſe 
ſhady 
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ſhady Trees, the ever-renew'd Inſtances of the 
Torments which my throbbing Heart endures. 
Ye Rural Deities, whoever ye be, that make theſe 
unfrequented Defarts your Abode, hear the com- 
plaints of an unfortunate Lover, whom a tedious 
Abſence, and ſome flight Impreſſions of a Jea- 
lous Miſtruſt have driven to theſe Regions of De- 
ſpair, to bewail his Rigorous Deſtiny, and de- 
plore the Diſtracting Cruelty of that ungrateful 


Fair, who is the Perfection of all Human Beau- 


ty. Ye pitying Napæan Nymphs and Dryades, ſilent 
Inhabitants of the Woods and Groves, aſſiſt me 
to lament my Fate, or at leaſt attend the mourn» 
ful Story of my Woes; ſo may no deſigning 
beaſtly Satyrs, thoſe juſt Objects of your hate, 
ever have power to interrupt your Reſt Oh 
Dulcinea del Toboſo ! Thou Sun that turn'ſt my 
gloomy Nights ro Day ! Glory of my Pain i 
North-Star of my Travels, and reigning Planet 
that controll'ſt my Heart! Pity I conjure thee 
the unparallell'd Diſtreſs ro which thy Abſence 
has reduc'd the faithfulleſt of Lovers, and grant 
to my Fideliry that kind Return which it fo juſt- 
ly claims! So may indulgent Fate ſhower on 
thee all the Bleſſings thou ever canſt deſire, or 
Heavens grant! ——- Ye loneſome Trees, under 
whoſe ſpreading Branches I come to linger our 
the gloomy ſhadow of a tedious Being; let the 
fofr Language of your ruſtling Leaves, and the 
kind nodding of your ſpringing Boughs, ſatisfy 
me that I am welcom to your ſhady Harbours. O 
thou my truſty Squire, the inſeparable Compani- 
on of my Adventures, diligently obſerve what 
thou ſhale ſee, me do in this loanly Retreat, that 
thou may 'ſt inform the dear Cauſe of my Ruin 
with every particular. As he ſaid this, he a- 
lignted, and preſently taking of his Horfes 
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Bride and Saddle, go, Rozinante, ſaid he, giving 
the Horſe a clap on the Poſteriors, he that 
has loft his Freedom gives thee thine, thou Steed 
as Renown'd for thy extraordinary Actions as 
for thy Misfortunes; go rear thy awful Front 
where e'er thou pleaſeſt, ſecure that neither the 
Hippogryphon of Aſtolpho, nor the Renown'd Front ins 
which. Bradamante purchas'd at ſo high-a Price, 
could ever be thought thy Equals. 

Well fare him, cry'd Sancho, that ſav'd me 
the trouble of ſending my Aſs to Graſs too; 
poor thing, had I him here, he ſhou'd not want 
two. or three claps on the Buttocks, nor a fine 
Speech in his Praiſe neither, while I took off his 
Pannel. But ſtay, were he hear, what need would 
there be to ſtrip him of his Harneſs? Alas, he 
never had any thing to.do with theſe Mad Pranks 
of Love, no more than my ſelf, who was his 
Maſter when Fortune pleas'd. Burt d'ye hear me, 
now I think on't Sir Knight of the Woeful Figure, 
if your Worſhip is reſolv'd to be mad and ſend 
me away in good earneſt, we muſt e' en clap the 
Saddle again on Rozinante's Back ; for to tell you 
the Truth, I'm but a ſorry Foot-man, and if I 
don't ride home I don't know when I ſhall bs 
able to come back again. Do as thou think'ſt 
fit for that,. Sancho, anſwer'd Don Quixote, for I 
deſign thou {ſhalt ſet forward about three days 
hence. In the mean while thou ſhalt be a Wit- 
neſs. of what I will do for my Lady's ſake, that 
thou may it give her an Account of it. Bleſs my 
fye-ſight quoth Sancho, what can I ſee more than 
[ve ſeen alteady? Thou haſt. ſeen nothing yer, 
anſwer'd Don Quixote, thou muſt ſee me throw 
away my Armour, tear my Cloaths, knock my 
Head: againſt the Rocks, and do a thouſand o- 
ther things of. that kind that will fall thee with 

Aſtoniſhment. 
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Aſtoniſhment. For Goodneſs-ſake, Sir, quoth 
Sancho, take heed how you Quarrel with thoſe: 
ungracious Rocks, you may chance to get ſuch 
a crack o' of the Crown at the very firſt Rap, 
as may ſpoil a rare Mad-man, and a ſpecial 
Penitent to boot, all at one daſh. No, I don't 
like that way by no means; if you muſt needs 
be knocking your Noddle, to go through ſtitch 
with this ugly Job, ſeeing tis all but a Mock, 
or as it were between Jeſt and Earneſt, why 
can't you as well play your Tricks on ſomething 
that's fofter than theſe unconſcionable Stones ; 
you may run your Head againſt the Water, or 
rather again Cotton, or the Stuffing of Rozinarte's 
Saddle, aud then let me alone with the reſt : 
Fl be ſure to tell my Lady Dulcinea, that you be- 
bump'd your Poll againſt the point of a Rock 
that's harder than a Diamond. 

thank thee for thy good-will, dear Sancho, re- 
ply'd Don Nuixore, But I aſſure thee that all 
theſe ſeeming Extravagancies that I muſt run 
through, are no Jeſts. Far from it, they muſt be 
all perform'd ſeriouſly and ſolemnly ; for other- 


wiſe we ſhould tranſgreſs the Laws of Chivalry,. 


that forbids us to tell Lies upon pain of Degrada- 
tion; now to pretend to do one thing, and effect 
another, is an Evaſion, which I eſteem to be as bad 
as Lying. Therefore the Blows which I muſt give 
my ſelf on the Head ought to be rea), ſubſtantial, 
ſound ones, without any Trick or mental Reſer- 
vation; for which Reaſon, I would have thee 
leave me ſome Lint and Salve, ſince Fortune has: 
depriv'd us of the Soveraign Balſam which we 
loſt *Twas a worſe loſs to loſe the Aſs, quoth- 
Sancho, for with him we've loſt Bag and Baggage, 
Eint and all. But no more of your damn'd 
Drench, if you love me; the very thoughts on't: 
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are enough not only to turn my Stomach, but 
my Soul, ſuch a rumbling I feel in my Wem at 
the name on't. Then as for the three Days you'd 
have me loiter here ro mind your mad Tricks, 
you had as good make account they're already 
over; for I hold 'em for done, unſight unſeen; 
and will tell Wonders to my Lady : Wherefore 
write you your Letter, and ſend me going with 
all haſte ; for let me be hang'd if I don't long al. 
ready to be back,to rake you out of this Purgatory 
wherein I leave you. 

Doſt thou only call ic Purgatory, Sancho, cry'd 
Don Quixote ? call it Hell rather, or ſomething 
worſe, if there be in Nature a Term expreſſive of 
a more wretched State. Nay, not ſo neither, 
quoth Sancho, I would not call it Hell; becauſe as 
I heard our Parſon ſay, There's no Retention out of 
Hell. Retention, cry'd Don Quixote] what do'ſt 
thou mean by that Word? Why, quoth Sancho, 
Retention is Retention, it is, that whoſoever is in 
Hell never comes, nor can come out of ir : Which 
ſhan't be your Caſe this Bout, if I can ftir my 
Hee!s, and have but Spurs to tickle Rozinante's 
Flanks, till I come ro my Lady Dulcinea; for 1 
will tell her fuch ſtrange things of your Maggot- 
ty Tricks, your Folly and your Madneſs, for in- 
deed they are no better, that III lay my Head to 
a Hazel-Nur, I'll make her as ſupple as a Glove; 
tho' I found her at firſt as tough-hearted as Cork; 
and when I've wheedi'd an Anſwer out of her, all 
full of ſweet honey Words, away will I whisk it 
back to you, cutting the Air, as ſwift as a Witch 
upon a Broom-ſtick, and free you out of your Pur- 
gatory ; for a Purgatory I will have it to be, in 
ſpight of Hell, nor ſhall you gainſay me in that 
fancy; for, as I've told you before, there's ſome 


hopes of your Retention out of this Place. 
Well, 
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Well, be it ſo, ſaid the Knight of the Woeful 
Figure; But how ſhall I do to write this Let- 
ter? And the Order for the three Aſſes, added 
Sancho? I'll not forget it, anſwer'd Don Quixote; 
But ſince we have here no Paper, I muſt be 
oblig'd to write on the Leaves or Bark of Trees, 
or on Wax, as they did in ancient Times; yet 
now I conſider on't, we are here as ill provided 
with Wax as with Paper. Burt ſtay, now I re- 


member, I have Caraenio's Pocket-Book, which 


will ſupply that want in this Exigence, and then 
thou ſhalt get the Letter fairly tranſcrib'd at the 
firſt Village where thou canſt meet with a School- 
maſter; or for want of a —— thou 
may'ſt get the Clerk of the Pariſh to do it; but 
by no mean gives it to any Notary or Scrivener to 
be written out; for they commonly write ſuch 
confounded Hands, that the Devil himſelf would 
ſcarce be able to read it. Well, quoth Sancho, but 
what ſhall I do for want of your Name to it ? 
Why, anſwer'd Don Quixote, Amadis never us'd to 
ſubſcribe his Letters. Ay, reply'd Sancho, but 
the Bill of Exchange for the three Aſſes muſt be 
fign'd, for ſhould I get it copy'd out afterwards, 
they'd ſay 'tis not your Hand, and fo ] ſhall go 
without the Aſſes. I'll write and Ggn the Order 
for em in the Table- Book, anſwer'd Don Qu:xore ; 
and as ſoon as my Niece ſees the Hand, ſhe'll 
never ſcruple the delivery of the Aſſes: And as 
for the Love Letter, when thou get'ſt it tranſ- 
crib'd, thou muſt get it thus under-written; 
Your's till Death, The Knight of the Waeful Figure. 
Tis no matter whether the Letter and the Sub- 
ſcription be written by the ſame Hand or no; for 
as I remember, Dulcinea can neither read nor 
write, nor did ſhe ever ſee any of my Letters, 
nay not ſo much as any of my Writing in her 


Ss 


"» W ev 
' 'L a $4. £5 


” TA RE 2 


„ 
2 


8 


* — 2 E 7* - = po 
; FA . 
. 


280 | The Life and Atchievements 


Life : For my Love and her's have always been 
purely Platonick, never extending beyond the 
lawful Bounds of a modeſt Look; and that too 
ſo very ſeldom, that I dare ſafely ſwear, that tho 
for theſe T'welve Years ſhe has been dearer to my 
Soul than Light to my Eyes, yet I never ſaw her 
four times in my Life, and perhaps of thoſe few 
times that I have ſeen her, ſhe has ſcarce per- 
ceiv'd once that I beheld her: So ſtrictly and ſo 
diſcreetly Lorenzo Corchuelo her Father, and 4/don. 
24 Nogales her Mother, have kept and educated 
her. Heigh-day, quoth Sancho! Did you ever 
hear the like! And is my Lady Dulcinea del Tobe. 
fo, at laſt the Daughter of Lorenzo Corchuelo, ſhe 
that's otherwiſe call'd Aldonza Lorenzo ? The 
ſame, anſwer' d Don Quixote; and 'tis ſhe that me- 
rits to be the Soveraign of the Univerſe. Udl. 
diggers, quoth Sancho, I know-her full well; tis 
a ſtrapping Wench y' Faith, and pitches the Bar 
with e'er a luſty young Fellow in our Pariſh. By 
the Maſs 'tis a notable, ſtrong- built, ſizable, ſtur- 
dy, manly Laſs, and one that will keep her Chin 
out of the Mire, I warrant her; nay and hold the 
beſt Knight-Errant tot that wears a Head, if eter. 
he veature upon her. Body o' me, what a Voice 
{he has when ſhe ſets up her Throat! I ſaw her 
one day pearch'd up o' top of our Steeple to call 
to ſome Plough Men, that were at work in a fallow 
Field; and tho' they were half a League off, they 
heard her as plain as if they had been in the 
Church-yard under her. The beſt of her is, that 
ſhe's neither coy nor frumpiſh ; ſhe's a tractable 
Laſs, and fir for a Courtier, for ſhe'll play with 
you like a Kitten, and jibes and jokes at every 
body. And now in good truth, Sir Knight of 
the Moeful Figure, you may een play as many 

Gambols 
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Gambols as you pleaſe; you may run mad, you 
may hang your. ſelf for her Sake; there's no Body 
but will ſay you e'en took the wiſeſt Courſe, tho? 
the Devil himſelf ſhould carry you away a pick- 
apack. Now am I c'en wild to be gone, tho? 
'twere for nothing elſe but to fee her, for I have 
not ſeen her this many a Day: I fancy I ſhall 
hardly know her again, for a Woman's Face 
ſtrangely alters by being always in the Sun, and 
drudging and moiling in the open Fields. Well, 
I muſts needs own I've been mightily miſtaken alk 
along: For I durſt have ſworn this Lady Dalcinca 
had been ſome grear Princeſs with whom you 
were in love, and ſuch a one as deſerv'd thoſe 
rare Gifts you beſtow'd on her, as the Biſcayan, 
the Galley-flaves, and many others that for ought 
I know you may have ſent her before I was your 
Squire, I can't chuſe but laugh to think how my 
Lady Aldonxa Lorenzo (my Lady Dulcinea del To- 
boſo I ſhould have ſaid) would behave herſelf 
ſhould any of thoſe Men which you have ſent, or 
may ſend to her, chance to go and fall down 
o' their Marrow-bones before her: For 'tis ten to 
one they rhay happen to find her a combing of 
Flax, or threſhing in the Barn, and then how fine- 
ly balk'd they'll be; as ſure as I'm alive they muſt 
needs think the Devil ow'd em a Shame; and ſhe 
her ſelf will but flous em, and may-hap be ſome- 
what nettÞd at it. 

F have often told thee, Sancho, ſaid Don Quixote, 
and I tell thee again, that thou oughr'ſt to bri- 
dle or immure thy ſauſy prating Tongue; for 
tho* thou art bur a dull-headed Dunce, yet now 
and then thy ill-manner'd Jeſts bite too ſharp. 
Bur that I may at once make thee ſenſible of thy 
Folly and my Diſcretion, I will' tell. thee a ſhort 
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Story. A handſom, brisk, young, rich Widow, | 

happen'd to fall in Jove with a | 
* Motillon, a well-fet, Iuſty, Lay-Brot her. His 
Lay-Brother, Superiaur hearing of it, took occaſion | 
or Servant in to go to her, and ſaid to her, by 
a Convent or way of charitable Admonition, I 
Co lege. mightily wonder Madam, how a 

Lady of your Merit, fo admir'd 
for- Beauty and for Senſe, and withal ſo rich, 
could make ſo 11! a Choice, and doat on a mean, 
filly, deſpicable Fellow, as I hear you do, while 
we have in our Houſe ſo many Maſters of Art, 
Batchelors and Doctors of Divinity, among won 
your Ladyſip might pick and chuſe. But the 
toon anſwer'd the officious grave Gentleman, Sir, 
faid ſhe with a Smile, you are much miſtaken, 
and think altogether after the old out. of faſhion. 
way, if you imagine I have made ſo ill a Choice; 
for tho' you fancy the Man's a Fool, yet as to 
what I take him for, he knows as much, or 
rather more Philoſophy than Ariſtetle. So, Sancho, 
as to the Uſe which I make of the Lady Duicinea, 
ſhe is equal to the greateſt Princeſſes in the 
World. Prithee tell ms, Doſt thou think the 
Poets, who every one of 'em celebrate the Praiſes 
of ſome Lady or other, had all real Miſtreſſes? 
Or that the Amary!is's, the Phyllis's, the Sylvis's, 
the Diana's, the Galatca's, and the like, which 
you ſhall find in fo many Poems, Romances, 
Songs and Ballads, upon every Stage, and even 
in every Barber's Shop, were Creatures of Fleh 
and Blood ? No, no, never- think it, for I dare 
aſſure thee, the greateſt Part of em were nothing 
but the meer Imaginations of the Poets, for a 
Ground-weork to exerciſe their Wits upon, and to 
give the World Occaſion to look on the Authors 


as Men of an amorous and gallant Diſpoſition f 
An 
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And ſo 'tis ſuſhcient for me to imagine that A.- 
donza Lorenzo is beautiful and chaſte ; as for her 
Birth and Parentage, they concern me but little; 
for there's no need to make an Enquiry about a 
Woman's Pedigree, as there is of us Men, when 
ſome Badge of Honour is beſtow'd on us: And 
ſo ſhe's to me the greateſt Princeſs in the World: 
For thou ought'ſt to know, Sancho, if thou know'ſt 
it not already, that there are but two things that 
chiefly excite us to love a Woman, an attractive 
Beauty, and unſpotted Fame. Now theſe two 
Endowments are happily reconcil'd in Dulcinca; 
for as for the one, fhe has not her Equal, and few 
can vie with her in cke other: But to cut off all 
Objections at once, I imagine that all I ſay of 
her is really ſo, without the leaſt Addition or Di- 
minution: I fancy her to be juſt ſuch as I would 
have her for Beauty and Quality. Helen cannot 
ſand in Competition with her; Lucretia cannce 
rival her; and all the Heroines which Antiquity has 
to boaſt, whether Grceks, Romans, or Barbarians, are 
at once out-done by her incomparable Perfe&ions. 
Therefore let the World ſay what it will; ſhould 
the Ignorant and Vulgar fooliſhly cenſure me, I 
pleaſe my ſelf with the Aſſurances I have of the 
Approbation of Men of the ſtricteſt Morals, and 
the niceſt Judgment. Sir, quoth Sancho, I knock 
under: You've Reaſon o' your Side in all you 
ſey, and I own my ſelf an Ais. Nay, I'm an Aſs 
to talk of an Afs ; for 'tis ill talking of Halters 
ith'Houſe of a Man that was hang'd. But where's 
the Letter all this while, that 1 may be jogging ? 

With that Don Quixote pull'd out the Table-Book, 

and retiring a little aſide, he very ſeriouſly began 

to write the Letter; which he had no ſooner 

hniſh'sd but he calld Sancho, and order'd him to 

lifen while he read it over to him, that he might 

Carry 
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carry it as well in his Memory as in the Pocket. 
Book, in caſe he ſhould have the ill Luck to loſe 
it by the Way; for he fear'd the worſt of his ma- 
Iignant Fortune. But Sir, quoth' Sancho, tear the 
Book, and give me two or three Copies, and then 
JI be ſure to deliver my Meſſage ſafe enough! 
warrant ye: For "tis a Folly to think I can ever 
get it by Heart; alas my Memory is fo bad, that 
many times I forget my own Name! Bur yet for 
all that read it out to me, I beſeech you, for 1've 
a hugeous Mind to hear ir, I dare ſay tis as fine 
as tho' 'twere in Print. Well then, liſten, ſaid 
Don Quixote. 


Don Quixote de la Mancha, 
to Dulcinea del Toboſo. 


High and Soveraign Lady! 


H' that is ftabb'd to the Quick with the Poignard 
of Abſence, and wounded to the Heart with 
Love's moſt piercing Darts, ſends you 

* Dulciſſima that Health which he wants þinſ.1f, 

Dulcinea. ſweeteſt Dulcinea del Toboſo. f 
your Beauty reject mi, if your Virtus re- 

fuſe to raiſe my fainting Hopes, if your Diſdain exc ud: 
me from Relief, I muſt at laſt ſink unter the Preſſure ej 
my Woes, tho much inur'd to Sufferings ; for my Pains 
are not only too widlent, but too laſting, My trug 
Squire Sancho will give you an exatt Account of the Con- 
dition to which Love and you have reduc d me, too bean- 
tiful Ingrate! If you relent at laſt, and pity my Diſtreſc, 
then I may ſay I live, and you preſerve what's your;, 
But if you abandon me to Deſpair, I muſt patientiy ſub- 
, 
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nit, and by ceaſing to breath, ſatisfy your Cruelty and 


5¹ Pajſion, 
4 Yours til] Death, 


The Knight of the Woeful Figure. 


Now may I never ſtir, quoth Sancho, if I ever 
heard a finer thing in my born-days! How neat- 
ly and roundly you tell her your Mind, and how 
cleverly you brought in at laſt, The Knight of the 
1orful Figure! Well, I ſay't again in good ear- 
neſt, you're a Devil at every thing ; there's no 
kind of thing in the verſal World but what you 
can turn your Hand te. A Man ought to have 
ſme Knowledge of every thing, anſwer'd Don 
Quixote, if he would be duly qualify'd for the 
Employment I profeſs. Well then, quoth San- 
do, do ſo much as write the Warrant for the three 
Aſſes, on the other Side of that Leaf; and pray 
write it mighty plain, that they may know "is 
your Hand at firſt Sight. I will, ſaid Don Quixote, 
| and with that he wrote it accordingly, and then 


read it in this Form. 


My dear Niece, 
pen Sight of this my firſt Bill of Abet, be 
pleas d to deliver three of the five which TI left 
as home in your Cuſtody, to Sancho Panga, my Eſquire, 
ſer Value of him receiv'd here; and this, tegether 
with his Receipt, ſhall be your Diſcharge. Given in the 
very Bawels of Sierra Morena, he 22d of Augult in 
the preſent Tear. 


'Tis as it ſhould be, quoth Sancho, there only 
wants your Name at the Bottom. There's no 
need to ſer my Name, anſwer'd Don Quixote ; I'll 
only ſet the two firſt Letters of it, and 'twill be 


* valid as if twere written at length, tho''twere 
not 
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not only for three Aſſes, but for three hundred. 
I dare take your Worſhip's Word, quoth Sancho; 
and now I'm going to Eddle Roxinante, and then 
you ſhall give me your Bleſſing; for I intend to 
ſet out preſently, without ſeeing any of your mad 
Tricks; for J am ſo ſure of your going thorough- 
ſtitch with your Pennance, that I dare ſwear to 
more than will ſerve your Turn. Nay, faid Don 
Quixote, T will have thee ſtay a while Sancho, and 
ſee me ſtark-naked ; 'tis alſo abſolutely neceſſary 
thou ſhouldſt ſee me praQtiſe ſome twenty or 
thirty mad Gambols ; I ſhall have diſpatch'd 'em 
in leſs than Half an Hour: And when thou haſt 
been an Eye-witneſs of that Eſſay, thou mayſt 
with a ſafe Conſcience ſwear thou haſt ſeen me 
play a thouſand more; for I dare aſſure thee for 
thy Encouragement, thou never canſt exceed the 
Number of thoſe I ſhall perform. Good Sir, 
quoth Sancho, as you love me don't let me ſtay to 
ſ:e you naked, 'twill geve me ſo to the Heart, 
that I ſhall cry my Eyes out, and I have blubberd 
and how1'd but too much fince Yeſternight for the 
Loſs of my poor Aſs ; my Head's ſo fore with it, 
Iza'table to cry any longer: But if you'll needs 
have me ſee ſome of your Anticks, pray do 'em in 
your Cloaths out of Hand, and the firſt that com 

into your Head; for the ſooner I go the ſooner 
ſhall come back, and the Way to be gone 1s not 
to ſtay here. I long to bring you an Anſwer to 
your Heart's Content. And L' be ſure ro dot, 
or let the Lady Dulcinea look to't ; for if ſhe does 
not do as ſhe ſhould do, and to my Mind, I pro- 
tet ſolemnly I'll force an Anſwer out of her Guts, 
by Dint of good Kicks and Fiſticuffs : For 'tis not 
to be endur'd, that ſuch a notable Knight-Errant 
as your Worſhip. is, ſhould thus run out of his 


Wits without Rhime or Reaſon for ſuch a—— 
a Odsbobs, 
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Odsbobs, I know what I know, ſhe had nor beſt 
provoke me to ſay the reſt ; if ſhe does, I ſhall 
out with ir, and tell her a Piece of my Mind. 

I proteſt Sancho, ſaid Don Quixote, I think thou 
art grown as mad as my ſelf, Nay, not ſo mad 
neither, reply'd Sancho, but ſomewhar more angry. 
But talk no more of that: Ler's ſee, how will you 
do for Victuals when I'm gone? Do you mean 
to do like t'other mad Man yonder, rob upon the 
High-way, and ſnatch the Goatherds Victuals 
from em by main Force? Never let that trouble 
thy Head, reply'd Don Quixote; for tho' I had 
here all the Dainties that can feaſt a luxurious Pa- 
late, I would feed upon nothing but the Herbs 
and Fruits which this Wilderneſs will afford me; 
for the Singularity of my preſent Task conſiſts in 


faſting and half ſtarving my ſelf, and in the Per- 


formance of ſome other Diſcipline. But there's 
another thing come into my Head, quoth Sancho : 
How ſhall I do to find the Way hither again, 'tis 
ſuch a by-place ? Take good notice of it before- 
hand, ſaid Don Nui vote, and I'll endeavour to keep 
hereabouts till thy Return. Befides, about the 
time when I may reaſonably expect thee back, I'II 
be ſure to watch on the Top of yonder high Rock 
for thy coming. But now I bethink my ſelf of 
a better — * thou ſhalr cut down a good 
Number of Boughs, and ſtrew 'em in the Way as 
thou rid'ſt along, 'till thou getſt ro the Plains, 
and this will ſerve thee to ind me again at thy 
Return, like Perſeus's Clue to the Labyrinth of 
Crete. 

IIl go about it out of Hand, quoth Sancho; with 
that he went and cut down a Bundle of Boughs, 
then came and ask'd his Maſter's Ble ſſing, and 
after a Shower of Tears ſhed on both Sides, mount- 
ed Rozinante, which Don Axor very ſeriouſly re- 

commended 
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Commended to his care, charging him to be as 
tender of that excellent Steed as of his own Per- 


ion. After that, he ſet forward towards the Plains, 


ſtrewing ſeveral Boughs as he rid, according to 
Order. His Maſter had importun'd him to ſtay 
and ſee him do two or three of his antick Poſturcs 
before he went, but he could not prevail wich 
him : However before he was got out of Sight he 
conlider'd of it, and rode back. Sir, quoth he, 
T've thought better of it, and I believe I had beſt 
take your Advice, that I may ſwear with a ſafe 
Conſcience I've ſeen you play your mad Tricks; 
therefore I would ſee you do one of em at leaf}, 
tho' I think I've ſeen you do a very great one al. 
ready, I mean your ſtaying by your ſelf in this 
Deſart. 

I hd advis'd thee right, ſaid Don Quixote, and 
therefore ſtay but while a Man may repeat the 
Creed, and I will ſhew thee what thou wouldſt 
ſce. With that, flipping off his Breeches, and 
ſtripping himſelf naked to the Waſte, he gave two 
or three Frisks in the Air, and then pitching on 
his Hands, he fetch'd his Heels over his Head 
twice together; and, as he tumbl'd with his Legs 
aloft, diſcover'd ſuch Rarities, that Sancho een 
made Haſte to turn his Horſc's Head, that he 
might no longer ſee em, and rode away full (i. 
tisfy'd that he might ſwear his Maſter was med; 
and ſo we will leave him to make the beſt of his 
Way, till his Return, which will be more ſpeedy 
than might be imagin'd. 
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CHAP. . 


Continuation of the reſin ; Extravagancies 
by which the gallant Knight of La Man- 
cha choſe to expreſs bis Love in the Sierra 
Morena. 


HE Hiſtory relates, that as ſoon as the 
Knight of the woeful Figure ſaw himſelf 
alone, after this firſt Exerciſe of frisking and tum- 
bling, the merry Prelude to his amorous Penance, 
he aſcended to the Top of a high Rock, and there 
began ſeriouſly to conſider with himſelf what Re- 
ſolution to take in that nice Dilemma which had 
already ſo perplex'd his Mind; that is, whether 
he ſhould imitate Orlando in his extraordinary Fu- 
ry, or Amadis in his melancholick Extravagancies. 
To which Purpoſe, reaſoning with himſelf, I do 
not much wonder, ſaid he, at Orlando's being fo 
very valiant, conſidering he was inchanted in ſuch 
a Manner, that he could not be ſlain but by the 
Thruſt of a Pin thro' the Bottom of his Foot, 
which he ſufficiently fecur'd, always wearing ſe- 
ven Iron Soles to his Shoes ; and yet this avail'd 
him nothing. againſt Bernardo del Carpio, who un- 
derſtanding his Inchantment ſqueez'd him to Death 
between his Arms at Roncevalles, But ſetting aſide 
his Valour, let us examine his Madneſs ; for that 
he was mad is an unqueſtionable Truth, nor is it 
leſs certain that his Frenzy was occaſion'd by the 
Aſſurances he had that the fair Angelica had re- 
Vol. I, O ſign d 
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ſign'd her ſelf up to the unlawful Embraces of 
Meder, that young Meer with curl'd Locks, who 
was Page to Agramant, Now after all, ſeeing he 
was too well convinc'd of his Lady's Infidelity, 
tis not to be admir'd he ſhould run mad; but 
how can I imitate him in his Furies, if I cannot 
imitate him in their Occaſion ? For I dare ſwear 
my Dulcinea del Toboſo never ſaw a Moor ſince ſhe 
firſt beheld the Light, and ſhe's now the very ſame 
ſhe was when her Mother bleſs'd the World with 
her Birth: So that I ſhould do her a great Injury 
ſhould I entertain any diſhonourable Thoughts of 
her Behaviour, and fall into ſuch a kind of Mad. 
neſs as that of Orlando Furieſo's. On the other 
Side, I find that Amadis de Gaul, without puniſh- 
ing himſelf with ſuch a Diſtraction, or expreſſing 
his Reſentments in ſo boiſterous and raving a 
Manner, got as greata Reputation for being a Lo- 
ver as any one whatſoever : For what I find in 
Hiſtory as to his abandoning himſelf to Sorrow is 
only this; He found himſelf diſdain'd, his Lady 
Oriana having charg'd him te get out of her Sight, 
and not to preſume to appear in her Preſence till 
ſhe gave him Leave; and this was the true Reaſon 
why he retir'd to the poor Rock with the Hermit, 
where he gave ” himſelf wholly to Grief, and 
wept a Deluge of Tears, till pitying Heaven at 
Jaſt commiſerating his Affliction, ſent him Relief 
in the heighth of his Anguiſh. Now then, ſince 
this is true, as I know it 1s, what need have I to 
rear off my Cloaths, to rend and root up theſe 
harmleſs Trees, or trouble the clear Water of theſe 
Brooks, that muſt give me Drink when I am thir- 
ſty 2 No, long live the 3 of Amada de 
Gaul, and let him be the great Exemplar which 
Don Quixote de Ia Mancha chuſes to imitate in all 


things that will admit of a Parallel, So may A 
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be ſaid of the living Copy as was ſaid of the dead 
Original, That if he did not perform great things, 
yet no Man was more ambitious of undertaking 
ſem than he; and tho' I am not diſdain'd nar 
diſcarded by my Dulcinea, yet 'tis ſufficient that 
] am abſent from her. Then tis reſolv'd! And 
now ye famous Actions of the great Amadis oc- 
cur to my Remembrance, and be my truſty 
Guides to follow his Example. This ſaid, he 
call'd to Mind that the chief Exerciſe of that He- 
roe in his Retreat was Prayer: To which Pur- 
poſe our modern Amadis preſently went and made 
himſelf a Roſary of Galls or Acorns inſtead of 
Beads; but he was extremely troubled for want 
of an Hermit to hear his Confeſſion, and comfort 
him in his Affliction. However he entertain'd 
himſelf with his amorous Contemplations, walk- 
ing up and down the Meadow, and writing ſome 
poetical Conceptions in the ſmooth Sand and 
upon the Bark of Trees, all of em expreſſive of 
his Sorrows and the Praiſes of Dulcinea ; but un- 
happily none were found entire and legible bur 
theſe STANZAS that follow. 


Ye lofty Trees with ſpreading Army, 
The Pride and Shelter of the Plain ; 


| Ye humbler Shrubs and flew'ry Charme, 


Which here in ringing Glory reign ! 
If my Complaints may Pity move, 
Hear the ſad Story of my Love 
While with me here you paſs your Hours, 
Should you grow faded with my Cares, 
T bribe you with reffejhing Show'rs, 
You ſhal be water d with my Tears, 
Diſtant, tho preſent in Idea, 
I mourn my abſent Dulcinea 


Del Toboſo. 
Lees 


2 
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This lonely Wild, this deſart Plain, 
The filent Witneſs of the Moes 
"Thich be, tho" guiltleſs, muft ſuſtain. 
Unknowing why theſe Pains he bears, 
He zroans, he raves, and he deſpairs. 
"With lingring Fires Love racks. my Soul, 
In «ain I grieve, in vain lament; ' 
Like tortur*'d Fiends I weep, I Howl, 
And burn, yet never can repent. 
Diſtant, tho preſent in Idea; 
: 1 monrn my abſent Dulcinea 


Del Toboſo. 


* While I thro' Honour 's thorny Ways 


In ſearch of diſtaut Glory rove, 
Malignant Fate my Toils repays 
With endleſs Woes and hopeleſs Love, 
Thus I on barren Rocks deſpair, 
And curſe my Stars, yet bleſs my Fair, 
Lewe arm'd with Snakes has left his Dart, 
And now docs like à Fury rave, 
And ſcourge and ſting on ev'ry Part, 
And into Madneſi laſh bis Slave. 
Diſtant, th preſent in Idea, 
I mourn my abſent Dulcinea 


Del Toboſo. 


This ridiculous Addition of De! Tobeſo, made 
thoſe who had found theſe Verſes laugh heartily ; 
and they imagin'd that when Don Quixote made 


them, he was afraid thoſe who ſhould happen to 


read 'em would not underſtand on whom they 
were made, ſhould he omit to mention the Place 
of his Miſtreſs's Birth and Reſidence. And this 


was indeed the true Reaſon, as he himſelf after- 
wards 


a ww a Sat .. 
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watds confeſs'd. With this Employment did our 
diſconſolate Knight beguile ſome tedious Hours ; 
ſometimes alſo he expreſs'd his Sorrows in Proſe, 
fioh'd to the Winds, and call'd upon the Sylvan 
Gods, the Fauns, the 'Naiades, the Nymphs of ad- 
joyning Groves, and the mournful Eccho, im» 
ploring their Attention and Condolement with 
repeated Supplications : At other Times he em- 
ploy'd himſelf in gathering Herbs for the Support 
of languiſhing Nature, which decay'd ſo faft, 
what with his ſlender Diet, and what with his ſtu- 
dy'd. Anxiety and Intenſeneſs of thinking, that 
had Sanche ſtay'd but three Weeks from him, 
whereas by good Fortune he ſtay'd but three Days, 
the Knight ot the woeful Figure would have been 
ſo disfigur'd, that his Mother would never have 
known the Child of her own Womb. 

But now 'tis neceſſary we ſhould leave him a 
while to his Sighs, his Sobs, and his amorous Ex- 

oſtulations, and fee how Sancho Panga behav d 
bimſelf in his Embaſſy. He made all the Haſte he 
could to get out of the Mountain, and then tak 
ing the direct Road to Toboſo, the next Day he ar- 
riv'd near the Inn where he had been toſs'd in a 
Blanket. Scarce had he deſcry'd the fatal Walls; 
but a ſudden Shivering ſeiz'd his Bones, and he 
fancy'd himſelf to be again dancing in the Air; 
ſo that he had a good Mind to have rode farther 
before he baited, tho' 'twere Dinner-time, and his 
Mouth water'd ſtrangely at the Thoughts of a hot 
Bit of Meat, the rather becauſe he had liv'd altoge- 
ther upon cold Victuals for a long while. This gree- 
dy Longing drew him near the Inn, in ſpite of 
his Averſion to the Place; but yet when he came 
to the Gate he had not the Courage to go in, but 
ſtopp'd there, not knowing whether he had beſt 
enter or no. While he fat muſing, two Men hap- 

O 3 pea'd 
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pen'd to come out, and believing they knew him, 
Look Maſter Doctor, cry'd one to the other, js 
not that Sancho Pana whom the Houſckeeper told 
us her Maſter had inveigl'd to go along with kim? 
The ſame, anſwer'd the other ; and more than 
that he rides on Don Nuixee's Horſe. Now theſe 
two happen'd to be the Curate and the Barber 
who had brought his Books to a Tryal and paſs'd 
Sentence on 'em ; therefore they had no —5 
faid this but they call'd to Sancho, and ask'd him 
where he had left his Maſter ? The truſty Squire 
preſently knew 'em, and having no Mind to dif. 
cover his Maſter's Condition, rold 'em his Maſter 
was taken up with certain Buſineſs of great Con- 
ſequence at a certain Place, which he durſt not 
2 — for his Life. No, no, Sancho Panpa, cry'd 
rhe Barber, you muſt not think to put us off with 
a flim flam Story; if you won't tell us where he 
is, we ſhall believe you have murder'd him, and 
robb'd him of his Horſe ; therefore either ſatisfy 
us where you've left him, or we'll have you laid 
by the Heels. Look you Neighbour, quoch San- 


cho, Ta'n't afraid of Words d'ye ſee; I am nei- 


ther a Thief nor a Man-flayer ; I kill no Body, 
ſo no Body kill me; I leave every Man to fall by 
his own Fortune, or by the Hand of him that 
made him. As for my Maſter, I left him a frisk- 
ing and doing Penance in the Midſt of yon Moun- 
tain, to his Heart's Content. ' Aﬀer this, without 
any further Entreaty, he gave em a full Account 
of that Buſineſs, and of all their Adventures; how 
he was then going from his Maſter to carry a Let- 
ter to mv Lady Dulcinea del Tobeſo, Lorenzo Corc hue- 
lo's Daughter, with whom he was up to the Ears 
in Love. The Curate and the Barber ſtood amaz'd 
bearing all theſe Particulars ; and though they al- 
ready knew Don Nuixote's Madneſs but too wot 

they 


of the renown'd Don Quixote. 295 


they wondr'd more and more at the Encreaſe of it, 
and at ſo ſtrange a Caſt and Variety of Extrava- 
gance. Then they deſir'd Sancho ro ſhew them 
the Letter; He told em *twas written in a Pocket- 
Book, and that his Maſter had order'd him to get 
it fairly tranſcrib'd upon Paper at the next Village 
he ſhould come at. Whereupon the Curate pro- 
miſing him to write it out very fairly himſelf, 
Sancho put his Hand into his Boſom to give him 
che Table-Book ; but though he fumbl'd a great 
while for it he could not find it there ; he look'd 
and look'd again, but it had been all in vain tho' 
he had ſearch'd till Dooms-day, for he came away 
from Don Quixote without ir. This put him into 
a cold Sweat, and made him turn as pale as Death ; 
he fell a ſearching all his Cloaths, turn'd his Pock- 
ets Inſide outwards, fumbl'd in his Boſom again: 
But _ at laſt convinc'd he had it not about 
him, he fell a raving, and ſtamping, and curfing 
himſelf like a Madman ; he rent his Beard from 
his Chin with both Hands, befiſted his own for. 
etful Skull and his blubber Cheeks, and gave him- 
elf a bloody Noſe in a Moment. The Curate 
and the Barber ask'd him what was the Matter 
with him, and why he puniſh'd himſelf at that 
ſtrange Rate ? I deſerve it all, quoth Sancho, like 
2 Blockhead as I am, for loſing at one Caſt no leſs 
than three Aſles, whereof the leaſt was worth a 
Caſtle. How ſo? quoth the Barber. Why, cry'd 
Sanchs, I've loſt that ſame Table-Book wherein 
was written Dulcinea's Letter, and a Bill of Ex- 
change drawn by my Maſter upon his Niece for 
three of the five Aﬀes which he has at home; 
and with that he told 'em how he had loſt his own. 
But the Curate cheer'd him up, and promis'd him 
to get another Bill of Exchange from his Maſter 
written upon Paper, whereas that in the Table- 
04 Book 
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Book not being in due Form, would not have been 
accepted. With that Sancho took Courage, and 
told em if it were ſo he car'd not a Straw. for 
Dulcinea's Letter, for he knew it almoſt all by 
Rote. Then prethee let's hear it, ſaid the Barber, 
and we'll ſee and write it, In order to this Sango 
paus'd, and began to ſtudy for the Words; pre- 
ſently he fell a ſcratching his Head, ſtood firſt up- 
on one Leg, and then upon another, gaped ſome. 
times upon the Skies, fometimes upon the Ground, 
and kept the Curate and the Barber a long while 
waiting to hear this rare Letter repeated. Before 
George, cry'd he, Mr. Doctor, I believe the De- 
vil's in't; for may I be choak d if I can remem- 
ber a Word of this confounded Letter, but on]y 
that there was at the Beginning, Hizh and ſub: er 
rane Lady: Soveraign or ſuperhumane Lady you would 
ſay, quoth the Barber. Ay, ay, quoth Sancho, 
you're in the right bur ſtay, now I think I 
can remember ſome of that which follow'd ; ho 
{ have it, I ha't now-—— He that 7s wounded and 
wants Sleep, ſends you the Dagger which he wants 
himſelf——"that ſtabb d him to the Heart and the 
Hartman aves kiſs your Ladyſhip's Hand. and at 
laſt,” after he had almoſt bit off the Top of one 
of his Fingers, ſweeteſt Dulcinea del Toboſo: 
And thus he went on rambling a good while with 
L don't know what more of Fainting, and Rclief, 
and Sinking, till at laſt he ended with Yours til 
Death, The Knight ef the woeful Figure. The Cu- 
rate and the Barber were mightily pleas'd with 
Sancho's excellent Memory, inſomueh that they 
defir'd him to repeat the Letter twice or thrice 
more, that they might alſo get it by Heart, and 
Write it down ; which Sancho did very freely, but- 
every Time he made many odd Alterations and 
Additions as.nleaſant as the fiſt, Then he told- 

em, 
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em many other things of his Maſter, but ſpok®© 
not a Word of his own being toſs'd in a Blanket 
at that very Inn. He alſo told em that if he 
brought a kind Anſwer from the Lady Dulcinea, 
his Maſter would forthwith ſet out to ſee and 
make himſelf an Emperour, or at leaſt a King; 
for fo they two had agreed between themſelves, 
he ſaid, and that after all 'twas a mighty-eaſy Mat- 
ter for his Maſter to become one, ſuch was his 
Proweſs and the Strength of his Arm :. Which 
being done, his Maſter would marry him to-one 
of the Empreſs's Damſels; and that fine Lady was 
to be Heireſs to a large Country. on the main 
Land, but not to any Iſland or Iſlands, for he was 
dut of Conceit with them. Poor Sanchs ſpoke all 
this ſo ſeriouſly, and fo feelingly, ever and anon 
rubbing his Noſe. and ftroaking his Beard, that 
now the Curate and the Barber were more ſur- 
priz'd than they were before, conſidering the pre- 
valent Influences of Don Nui xotes Folly upon 


that filly credulous Fellow. However they did 
not think it worth their while to undeceive him 


yer, ſeeing this was only a harmleſs Deluſion that 
might divert em a while; and therefore they ex- 
horted him to pray for his Maſter's Health and 
long Life, ſeeing it was no impoſſible thing but 
that he might in Time become an Emperour by his 
Valour, à Cardinal, or an Archbiſhop at leaſt, by 
his Prudence. 

But pray, good Mr. Doctor, ask'd Sancho, ſhould 
my Maſter have no Mind to be an Emperour, and 
take a Fancy to be an Archbiſhop, I would fain 
know what your Archbiſhop- Errants are wont to 
give their Squires? Why, anſwer'd the Curate, 
they uſe to give em ſome Parſonage or Prebenda- 
ry, or ſome ſuch other Benefice or Church-Liv- 
g, which with the Profits of the Altar and other 

O 5 Fees. 
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Fees brings them in a handſome Revenue. Ay, 
but, ſays Sancho, to put in for that, the Squire 
muſt be a ſingle Man, and know how to anſwer 
and sſſiſt at Maſs at leaſt; and how fhall I do then, 
ſeeing I have the ill Luck to be fped ? Nay and 
beſides I don't ſo much as know the firſt Letter of 
my Criſt-croſs-row. What will become of me 
ſhould it come into my Maſter's Head to make 
himſelf an Archbiſhop, and not an Emperour, as 
"ris the Cuſtom of Knight-Errants * Don't let 
that trouble thee Friend Sancho, faid the Barber ; 
we'll talk to him about it, and adviſe him, nay 
urge it to him as a Point of Conſcience to be an 
Emperour, and not an Archbiſhop, which will be 
better for him by reaſon he has more Courage than 
Learning. 

Troth I'm of your Mind, quoth Sancho, though 
he's ſuch a Head-piece that I dare ſay he can turn 
himſelf to any thing: Nevertheleſs F mean to 
make it the Burden of my Prayers, that Heaven 
may dire& him to that which is beſt for him, and 
what may enable him to reward me moſt. You 
ſpeak like a wiſe Man and a good Chriſtian, ſaid 
the Curate : But all we have to do at preſent is 
to ſee how we ſhall get your Maſter to give 
over that fevere unprofitable Penance which he has 
undertaken ; and therefore let's go in to conſider 
about it, and alfo to eat our Dinner, for I'fancy 
tis ready by this Time. Do you two go in if you 
pleaſe, quoth Sancho, but as for me I had rather 
ftay without, and anon Tl] tell yon why J don't 
care to go in a Doors; however pray ſend me 
out a Piece of hot Victuals to eat here, and ſome 
Provender for Rozinante. With that they went in, 
and a while after the Barber brought him out his 
Dinner; and returning to the Curate, they con- 
ſulted how to compaſs their Deſign. At = the 
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latter luckily bethought himſelf of an Expedient 
that ſeem'd moſt likely to take, as exactly fitting 
Don Quixote's Humour; which was, that he 
ſhould diſguiſe himfelf in the Habit of a Damſel- 
Errant, and the Barber ſhould alter his Dreſs as 
well as he could, ſo as to paſs for his Squire or 
Gentleman-Uſher. In that Equipage, added he, 
we will go to Don 2 and feigning my ſelf 
to be a diſtreſs'd Damſel I'll beg a Boon of him, 
which he, as a valorous Knight.-Errant, will not 
fail to promiſe me. By this Means I will engage 
him to go with me to redreſs a very great Injury 
done me by a fa!ſe and diſcourteou Knight, beſeech- 
ing him not to defire to ſee my Face, nor to ask 
me any thing about my Circumſtances, till he has 
reveng'd me on that wicked Knight. This Bait 
will take J dare engage, and by this Stratagem 
we'l] decoy him back to his own Houſe, where 
we'll try to cure him of his romantick Frenzy. 


—_ 


CH AP. XIII. 


How the Curate and the Barber put their 


Deſign in Execution; with other things 
. worthy to be recorded in this important 


»» Hiſtory... 


T HE Carate's Project was: ſo well lik d by 
the Barber, that they inſtantly put it into 
Practice. Firſt they borrow'd a compleat Wo- 


man's. Apparel of the Hoſteſs, leaving her in 
pa wn a new Caſſock of the Curate's; and the Bar- 


der made himſelf a long Beard with a grizzI'd 


Ox s Tail, in which the Inn-keeper us'd to hang 
His Combs. The Hoſteſs being deſirous to know 
what they intended to do with thoſe things, the 
Curate gave her a ſhort Account of Don 2uixote's 
Diſtraction and their Deſign : Whereupon the 
it:in-keeper and his Wife preſently gueſs'd this was 
their. romantick Knight that made the precious 
Balfam ; and accordingly they told em the whole 
Story of Don Quixote lodging there, and of San- 
<bo's being toſs'd in a Blanket. Which done, the 
Hoſteſs readily fitted out the Curate at ſuch a Rate, 
chat twould have pleas'd any one to have ſeen 
him; for ſhe, dreſs'd him up in a Cloth Gown 
trimm d with Borders of black Velvet, every one 
the Breadth of a Span, all pink'd and jagg'd ; and 
a:Pair- of green Velvet Bodice, with Sleeves of 


the. ſame, and fac'd with white Sattin ; which 


Axcoutrements 
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Accoutrements probably had been in faſhion in 
old King Bambas Days. The Curate would not 
let her incumber his Head with a Woman's Head» 
Geer, but only clapp'd upon his Crown a white 
quilted Cap which he us'd to wear a-nights, and 
bound his | Sr with one of his Garters that 
was of black Taffety, making himſelf a kind of 
Muffler_and Vizard Mask with. the other, Then 
he half bury'd his Head under his Har, pulling it 
down to ſqueeze in his Ears; and as the broad 
Brim flapp'd down over his Eyes, it ſeem'd a kind 
of Umbrella. This done, he wrapp'd himſelf up 
in his long Cloak, and up he got upon his Side- 
Saddle like a Woman: Then the Barber clapt on 
his Ox-tail Beard, half red and half grizzl1'd, 
which hung from his Chin down to his Waſte ; 
and having mounted his Mule, they took Leave 
of their Hoſt and Hoſteſs, as alſo of the good- 
condition'd Maritornes, who vow'd, though ſhe 
was a Sinner, to tumble her Beads, and fy. a Ro- 
fary to their Intention. 

But ſcarce were they got out of the Inn, when 


the Curate began to be troubl'd with a Scruple 


of Conſcience about his putting on Woman's Ap- 
pare}; being apprehenſive of the Indecency of 
the Diſguiſe in a Prieſt, though the Goodneſs of 
his Intention might well warrant: a Diſpenſation 
ſrom the Strictneſs of Decorum : Therefore he 
deſir'd the Barber that they. might change Dreſ- 


ſes, thinking that in his Habit of a- Squire he 


ſhould leſs prophane his own Dignity and Cha- 
rater, to which, after all, he cught to have a 
greater Regard than to Don Quixote; withal aſ- 
ſuring the Barber, that unleſs he confented to 
this Exchange he was abſolutely refolv'd to go no 
farther. Sancho came vp with em juſt upon this 

Demurr, 
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Demurr, and was ready to ſplit his Sides with 
laughing at the Sight of theſe ſtrange Maſquera- 
ders. In ſhort, the Barber conſented to be the 
Damſel, and to let the Curate be the Squire. 
Now while they were thus changing Sexes, the 
Curate offer'd to tutor him how ro behave him- 
ſelf in that female Attire, ſo as to be able to 
wheedle Don Quixote out of his Penance. But 
the Barber deſir'd him not to trouble himſelf 2. 
bout that Matter, aſſuring bim that he was well 
enough vers'd in female Affairs to be able to att a 
Damſel without any Directions. However he ſaid 
he would not now ftand fiddling and managing 
his Pins to prink himſelf up, feeing it would be 
Time enough to do that when they came near 
Don Quixstes Hermitage; and therefore having 
folded up his Cloaths, and the Curate his Beard, 
they ſpurr'd on, while their Guide Sancho enter- 
tain'd em with a Relation of the mad tatter d 
Gentleman whom they had met in the Mountain; 
however without mentioning a Word of the Port- 
manteau or the Gold, for, as much a Fool as he 
was, he lov'd to keep Money when he had it, and 
was wiſe enough te keep his own Counſel. 

They got the next Day to the Place where Sau- 
cho had ſtrew'd the Boughs to dire& him to Don 
Quixote; and therefore he advis'd them to put on 
their Diſguiſes, if 'twere as they told him, that 
their Deſign was only to make his Maſter leave 
that wretched kind of Life in order to become 
an Emperour. Thereupon they charg'd him on 
his Life not to take the leaſt Notice who they 
were. As for Dulcinea's Letter, if Don Quixote 
ask'd him about it, they order'd him to fay he 
had deliver'd it; but that by Reaſon ſhe could 


neither write nor read, the had ſent him 17 
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ſwer by Word of Mouth ; which was, that on 
Pain of her Indignation he ſhould immediately 
put an End to his fevere Penance, and repair to 
her Preſence. This, they told Sancho, togerher 
with what they themſelves deſign'd ro ſay, was 
the only Way to oblige his Maſter to leave the 
Deſart, that he might proſecute his Deſign of ma- 
king himſelf an Emperour, affuring him they 
would take Care he ſhould not entertain the leaſt 
Thought of an Archbifhoprick. 

Sancho liſten'd with great Attention to all theſe 
Inſtructions, and treaſurd 'em up in his Mind, 

iving the Curate and the Barber a World of 
5 hanks for their good Intention of advifing his 
Maſter to become an Emperour, and not an Arch- 
biſhop ; for, as he ſaid, he imagin'd in his ſimple 
Judgment that an Emperour-Errant was ten times 
better than an Archbiſhop-Errant,and could reward 
his Squire a great deal better. | 

He likewiſe added, That he thought it would 
be proper for him to go to his Maſter ſomewhat 
before em, and give him an Account of his La- 
dy's kind Anſwer ; for perhaps that alone would 
be ſufficient to fetch him out of that Place with- 
out putting em to any further Trouble. They 
lik'd this Propoſal very well, and therefore agreed 
to let him go, and wait there till he came back, 
ro give them an Account of his Succeſs, With 
that Sancho rode away, and ſtruck into the Clefts 
of the Rocks in order to ſeek out his Maſter, 
leaving the Curate and the Barber by the Side of 
a Brook, where the neighbouring Hills and ſome 
Trees that grew along its Banks combin'd to make 
a cool and pleaſant Shade. There they ſhelter'd 
themſelves from the ſcorching Beams of the Sun, 
that commonly ſhines intolerably hot in —— 

arts 


zog The Life and Atthievements 

Parts at that Time, being about the Middle of 
Auguft, and hardly three a. Clock: in the After 
noon. While they quietly. refreſh'd themſclve; 
in that delightful Place, where they. agreed to 
ſtay till Sancho's Return, ax heard a Voice, 
which, though unattended with any Inſtrument, 
raviſh'd their Ears with its melodious Sound: 
And what encreas'd their Surprize and their Ad- 
miration, was to hear ſuch artful Notes and ſuch 
delicate Muſick in ſo unfrequented and wild a 
Place, where ſcarce any Ruſticks ever ſtraggl'd, 
much leſs ſuch skilful Songſters, as the Perſon 
whom they heard unqueſttenably was; for though 
the Poets are pleas'd to fill the Fields and Woods 
with Swains and Shepherdeſſes that ſing with al! 
the Sweetneſs and Delicacy imaginable, yet tis 
well enough known that thoſe. Gentlemen des! 
more in Fiction than in Truth, and love, to embel- 
liſh the Deſcriptions they make. Nor could ou: 
two lining Travellers think it the Voice of + 
Peaſant when they began to diſtinguiſh che 
Words of the Song, for they ſeem'd to reliſh 
more of a courtly Style than of a rural Compo- 


ſition. Theſe. were the Verſes. 
Ma 59 1 
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| A SONG. 


. P I; 

, 

, HAT makes me languiſh and complain ? 

; O *tis Diſaain! 

2 What yet more fiercely tertures me? 

1 'Tis Jealouſy. 
How have I all my Patience lot? 

$ By Avſence ereff, 

, Then Hopes farewel, there's ne Relief, 

N 1 ſink beneath oppre(ſmg Grief; 

F Nor can a Wretch without Deſpair, 

: Scorn, Jealouſy, and Abſence bear. 

br | | 

| IE 


What in my Breaft this Anguiſh drove? 
Intruding Love. 
Wha con d ſuch mighty Ills create ? 
Blind Fortunes Hate, 
What cruel Pow'rs my Fate approve? 
The Powers above. 
Then let me bear and ceaſe to moan, 
"Tis glorious thus to be undone : 
When theſe invade who dares oppoſe? 
0 Heaven, Love, and Fortune are my Fees, 
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IIL 


Where ſpa I find a ſpeedy Cure? 
Death ts à ſure. 
Na milder Means to ſet me fee? 
Fl Inconſtancy. 
Can nothing elſe my Pains aſſwaze ? 
| Diſtracting Rage. 
Wha? die er change? Lucinda leſe? 
O let me rather Madneſs chuſe! 
But judge, ye Gods, what we endure, 
When Death or Maancſs are a Cure 


The Time, the Hour, the Solitarigeſs of the 
Place, the Voice and agreeable Manner with which 
the unſcen Muſician ſung, ſo fill'd the Hearer's 
Minds with Wonder and Delight, that they were 
all Attention; and when the Voice was filent, 
they continu'd ſo too a pretty while, watching 
with liſt'ning Ears to catch the expected Sounds, 
and expreſſing their Satisfaction beſt by that dumb 1 
Applauſe. Ar laſt, ſuſpecting it would ſing no 
more, they reſolv'd to find out the charming 
Songſter ; but as they were Boing to attempt it J 
they heard the wiſh'd for Voice begin another 8 
Air, which fix'd em where they ſtood till it had 
ſung the following Sonnet. 
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A SONNE x. 


Sacred Friendſhip, Heaven's Delight, 
Which, tir d with Man's unequal Mind, 
Took to thy native Skies thy Flight, 
While ſcarce thy Shadow's left behind ! 


From thee, diffuſive Good, below, 
Peace and ber Train of Foys we trace; 
But Falſhood with diſſembPd Show 
Teo oft uſurps thy ſacred Face, 


Bleſs'd Genius, then reſume thy Seat! 
Deſtroy Impoſture and Deceit, 

Which in thy Dreſs confound the Ball! 
Harmonious Peace and Truth renew, 
Shew the falſe Friendſhip from the true, 

Or Nature mut to Chaos fall. 


fs ee © Wee VU VP 2 ow O©® 


This Sonnet concluded with a deep Sigh, and 
ſuch doleful Throbs, that the Curate and the 
Barber now out of Pity, as well as Curioſity be- 
fore, reſolv'd inſtantly to find out who this 

A BF mournful Songſter was. They had nor gone far, 
when by the Side of a Rock they — a 
lan 
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Man whoſe Shape and Aſpe& anſwer'd exact) 
to the Deſcription Sancho had given em of Cr. 
dene. They obſerv'd he ſtopp'd ſhort as ſoon 25 


he ſpy'd them, yet without any Signs of Fear; 


only he. hung down his Head "like one abandon'd 
to Sorrow, never ſo much as lifring up his Eyes 
to mind what they did. The Curate, who was 
a. good and a well ſpoken Man, preſently gueſſing 
him to be the ſame of whom Sancho had given 
them an Account, went towards him, and addreſ. 
ſing himſeif to him with great Civility and Dil. 


cretion, earneſtly entreated him to forſake this 


Defart, and a Courſe of Life ſo wretched and 
forlorn, which endanger'd his. Title to a better, 


and from a wilful Miſery might make him fait 


into greater and everlaſting Woes. Cardenio was 
then free from the Diſtraction that ſo often di- 
ſturb'd his Senſes ; yet ſeeing two Perſons in a 
Garb wholly different from that of thoſe few 
Ruſticks who frequented thoſe Deſarts, and hear- 
ing em talk as if they were no Strangers to his 
Concerns, he was ſomewhat ſurpriz'd at firſt; 
however, having look d upon em earneſtly for 
ſome time, Gentlemen, ſaid he, whoever ye be, 
I find Heaven pitying my Misfortunes, has brought 
e to theſe: folitary Regions to retrieve me from 
this frightfu] Retirement, and recover me to 
the Society of Men. But becauſe you do not 


know how unhappy à Fate atrends me, and that 


I never am freed from one AﬀMiCtion but to fall 
into a greater, you perhaps take me for a' Man 
naturally endow'd with a very ſmall: Stock of 
Senſe, and what's worſe, for one of thoſe Wretch- 
es who are altogether depriv'd of Reafon.. And 
indeed I cannot blame any one that entertains. 
ſuch Thoughts. of me; for even I my-ſelf am 

| | cConvinc d, 
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convinc'd, that 'the bare Remembrance of my 
Diſaſters often diſtracts me to that Degree, that 
loſing all Senſe of Reaſon and Knowledge, I un- 
man my ſelf for the Time, and launch into 
choſe Extravagancies which nothing but Height 
of Frenzy and Madneſs would commit. And I 
am the more ſenſible of my being troubl'd with 
this Diſtemper, when People tell me what I have 
done during the Violence of that terrible Acci- 
dent, and give me too certain Proofs of it. And 
after all, I -can alledge no other Excuſe but the 
Cauſe of my Misfortune which occaſion'd that 
frantick Rage, and therefore tell the Story of my 
hard Fate to as: many as have the Patience to hear 
it; for Men of Senſe perceiving the Cauſe, will 


not wonder at the Effects; and though they can 


give me no Relief, yet at leaſt they will ceaſe to 
condemn me ; for a bare Relation of my Wrongs 
muſt needs make em loſe theis Reſentments of 
the Effe &ts of my Diſorder, into a Compaſſion of 
my miſerable Fate. Therefore, Gentlemen, if 
you come here with that Deſign, I beg that be- 
fore you give your ſelves the Trouble of reprov- 
ing or adviſing me, you will be pleas'd to attend 
to the Relation of my Calamities ; for perhaps 
when you have heard it, you will think 'em paſt 
Redreſs, and ſo will ſave your ſelves the Labour you 
would take. The Curate and the *Barber, who 
defir'd nothing more than to hear the Story from 
his own Mouth, were extremely glad of his Prof- 
fer; and having aſſur'd him they had no Deſign 
to aggravate his Miſeries with pretending to re- 
medy em, nor would they croſs his Inclinations 
8 the leaſt, they entreated him to begin his Re- 
ation. 


The 
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e unfortunate Cardenio then began his Sto. 
N. = went on with the firſt Part of it almoſt 
in the ſame Words as far as when he related it to 
Don Quixote and the Goatherd, when the Knight, 
out of ſuperſtitious Niceneſs to obſerve the De. 


corum of Chivalry, gave an Interruption to the 


lation by quarrelling about Maſter Elizabat, 
— 1 ſaid. Then he went on with 
that Paſſage concerning the Letter ſent him b 


Lucinda, which Don Ferdinand had unluckily found, 


happening to be by, and to open the Book of 
— 2 Gaul firſt, when Lucinda ſent it back 
to Cardenis with that Letter in it between the 
Leaves; which Cardenio told 'em was as fol- 


lows. 


Luacinga 


Ty OY OTE 
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Lucinda to Cardenio. 


1 diſcover in you every Day ſo much Merit, 
that I am oblig d, or rather ford to 
eſteem you more and more. If you think this 
Acknowledgment to your Advantage, make that 
uſe of it whith is moſt conſiſtent with your 
Honour and mine, I have a Father that knows 
you, and is too hind a Parent ever to obſtruft 
my Deſigns when he ſhall be ſatisfy'd with their 
being Juſt and Honourable: So that tis now 


your Part to ſhew you love me, as you pretend, 
and. I believe. 


This Letter, continu'd Cardevie, made me re- 
ſolve once more to demand Lucinda of her Fa- 
ther in Marriage, and was the ſame that en- 
creas'd Don Ferdinand's Eſteem for her, by that 
diſcovery of her Senſe and Diſcretion, which ſo 
inflam'd his Soul, that from that Moment he 
ſecretly reſolv'd to deſtroy my Hopes e'er I 
could be ſo happy as to Crown 'em with Succeſs. 
I rold that Perfidious Friend what Lucinda's Fa- 
ther had advis'd me to do, when I had raſh] 
ask'd her for my Wife before, and that I dur 
not now impart this to my Father, leaſt he 
ſhould not willingly conſent I ſhould marry 

yet, 
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yet. Not but that he knew, that her Quality, 
Beauty, and Vertue were ſufficient to make her 
an Ornament to the nobleſt Houſe in Spain, bur 

ecauſe I was apprehenſive he would not let me 
marry till he ſaw what the Duke would do 
for me. Don Ferdinand, with a pretended Offi. 
ciouſneſs, proffer'd me to ſpeak 'to my Father, 
and perſwade him to treat with Lucinda's. Un. 
grateful Man! Deceitful Friend! Ambitious 
Marius | Cruel Catiline! Wicked Sys Perf. 
dious Galalon ! Faithleſs Yellido! Malicious Ju. 
lian | Treacherous, miſerable Judas! Thou all 
thoſe fatal hated Men in one, falſe Ferdinand! 
What Wrongs had that fond confiding Wretch 
done thee, who thus to thee unboſom'd all 
his Cares, all the Delights and Secrets of his 
Soul? What Injury did I ever do thee ? What 
Word did I ever utter or Advice did I ever give 
which were not all directed to advance thy Ho. 
nour and Profit? But oh! I rave, unhappy Wretch, 
I ſhould rather accule the Cruelty of my Stars, 
whoſe fatal Influence pours Miſchiefs on me, 
which no Earthly Force can reſiſt or Humane Art 
prevent. Who would have thought that Don Fer. 
dinand, whoſe Quality and Merit intitl'd him to 
the Lawful Poſlefſion of Beauties of the higheſt 


Rank, and whom I had engag'd by a thouſand 


endearing Marks of Friendſhip and Services, 
ſhould forfeit thus his Honour and his Truth, 
and Jay ſuch a Tre:cherous Deſign to deprive me 
of all the Happineſs of my Life? Bur I muſt 
leave expoſtulating, to end my Story. The Tray- 
tor Ferdinand thinking his Project unpracticable 
while I ſtay'd near Lucinda, bargain'd for fix 
fine Horſes the ſame Day that he promis'd to 
ſpeak to my Father, and preſently deſir'd me to 


ride away to his Brother for Money to pay for 
| | em 
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em. Alas I was ſo far from ſuſpecting his Trea- 
chery, that I was glad of doing him that piece 
of Service. Accordingly I went that very E- 
vening to take my leave of Lucinda, and to tell 
her what Don Ferdinand had promis'd to do. She 
bid me return with all the haſte of an expe&- 
ing Lover, not doubting but our lawful Wiſh- 
es might be crown'd as ſoon as my Father had 
ſpoke for me to her's. When ſhe ſaid this, 1 
mark'd her trickling Tears, and a ſudden Grief 
ſo obſtructed her Speech, that though ſhe ſeem'd- 
to ſtrive to tell me ſomething more, ſhe could 
not give it Utterance. This unuſual Scene of 
Sorrow, ſtrangely amaz'd and mov'd me; yet 
becauſe I would not murder Hope, I choſe to 
attribute this to the Tenderneſs of her Affection, 
and Unwillingneſs to part with me, In ſhore, 
away I went, bury'd in deep Melancholy, and 
ful! of Fears and Imaginations, for which I 
could give no manner of Reaſon. I deliver'd 
Don Ferdinana's Letter to his Brother, who re- 
ceiv'd me with all the Kindneſs imaginable, but 
did not diſpatch me as I expected. For to my 
Sorrow he enjoyn'd me to tarry a whole Week, 
and to take care the Duke might not ſee me, 
his Brother having ſent for Money unknown 
to his Father. But this was only a Device of 
falſe Ferdinand's; for his Brother did not want 
Money, and might have diſpatched me immedi- 
ately, had he not been privately deſir'd to delay 
my Return. 

This was ſo. diſpleaſing an Injun&ion, that J 
was ready 'to come away without the Money, 
not being able to live ſo long abſent from 
my Lucinas, principally. conſidering in what 
condition I had left her. Yer at laſt I forc'd 
my ſelf to ſtay, and my refpe& for my Friend 
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prevail'd over my Impatience. But e'er four 
tedious days were expird, a Meſſenger brought 
me a Letter, which I preſently knew to be 
Lucinaa's Hand. I open'd it with trembling 
Hands, and an aking Heart, juſtly imagining 


it was no ordinary Concern that could urge 


her to ſend thither to me. And before I read 
it, I ask'd the Meſſenger who had given it 


him ; he anſwer'd me, that going by acciden- 


tally in the Street about Noon. in our Town, a 
very Handſom Lady, all in Tears, had call'd 
him to her Window, and with great Precipi- 
tation, Friend, ſaid ſhe, if you be a Chriſtian, 
as you. ſeem to be, for Heaven's ſake take this 
Letter, and deliver it with all ſpeed into the 
Perſon's own Hand to whom *'tis directed: I 
aſſure you in this you'll do a very good Action, 
and that you may not want Means to do it, 
take what's wrapp'd up in this; and ſaying 
this, ſhe threw me a Handkerchief, wherein [ 
found a hundred Reals, this Gold Ring which 
you ſee, and the Letter I now brought you: 
Which done, I having made her Signs to let 
her know I would do as ſhe deſir'd, without 
ſo much as ſtaying for an Anſwer, ſhe went 
from the Grate. This Reward, but much 
more that beautiful Lady's Tears, and earneſt 
Prayers, made me poſt away to you that very 
Minute, and fo in ſixteen Hours I have travell'd 
eighteen long Leagues. While the Meſſenger 
ſpoke, I was ſeiz d with - ſad Apprehenſions 
of ' ſome fatal News, and ſuch a trembling 
ſhook my Limbs, that IT could ſcarce ſupport my 


fainting Body. However, taking Courage, at laſt . 
I read the Letter; the Contents of which were 


theſe, 


Don 


enger 
\fions 
bling 
rt my 
at laſt 
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ON Ferdinand, according to his Promiſe, 

has deſir d your Father to ſpeak, to mine; 
bat he has done that for himſelf which you had 
engag d him to de for you; for he has de- 
manded me for his Wife; and my Father, _ 
allur d by the Advantages which he expeſts 
from ſuch an Alliance, has ſo far conſented, - 
that two Days hence the Marriage is to be per- 
form'd 5 and with ſuch privacy, thas only Hea- 
ren and ſome of the Family are to be Mit- 
neſſes. Judge of the Afiiftion of my Soul by 
that Concern which I gueſs fills your own z 
aud therefore haſte to me my Dear Cardenio. - 
The Iſſue of this Buſineſs will ſpew how much 
I love you: And grant propitious Heaven, 
this may reach your Hands &er mine is in 
danger of being joyn'd with his who *heeps hit 
Promiſes ſo ill. 


I had no ſooner read the Letter, added Car- 
denio, but away I flew, without waiting for 
my Dispatch; for then I too plainly diſcover'd 
Don F:rd/nand's Treachery, and that he had only 
ſent me to his Brother to take the Advantage 
of my Abſence. Revenge, Love, and Imperi- 
ence gave me Wings, fo that I got home pri- 
vately the next Day, juſt when it grew duskith, 
in good time to ſpeak with Lucinda; and leav- 
ing my Mule at the honeſt Man's Houſe who 
brought me the Letter, I went to wait upon 

L 2 1 
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my Miſtreſs, whom I Iuckily found at the * Win. 
dow, the only Witneſs of our Loves. She pre. 
ſently knew me, and I her, but ſhe did not wel. 
come me as I expected, nor did I find her in 
{ſuch a Dreſs as I thought ſuitable to our Cir. 
cumſtances. But what Man of Aſſurance dares 
but pretend to know thoroughly the Riddle of 
a Woman's Mind, and who could ever hope to 
fix her mutable Nature? Cardenio, ſaid Lucinda 
to me, my Wedding-Cloaths are on, and the 
perſidious Ferdinand, with my covetous Father, 
and the reſt, ſtay for me in the Hall, to perform 
the Marriage-Rites; but they ſhall ſooner be 
Witneſſes of my Death than of my Nuprials. 
Be nor troubled my Dear Cardenie; but rather 
ſtrive to be preſent at that Sacrifice. I promiſe 
thee, if Entreaties and Words cannot prevent 
it, I have a Dagger that ſhall do me Juſtice ; 
and my Death, at leaſt, ſhall give thee unde- 
niable Aſſurances of my Love and Fidelity, 
Do Madam, cry'd I to her with Precipitation, 
and ſo diſorder'd that I did not know what [ 
faid, let your Actions verifie your Words: Let 
us leave nothing unattempted that may ſerve 
our common Intereſts ; and I aſſure you, if my 
Sword does nct defend them well, I will turn 
it upon my own Breaſt, rather than out. live 


* A la rexa, at the Iron-Grate, In Spain 02 
Ss Lovers make their Courtſhip at a lew Window that 
1 has a Grate before it, having ſeldom Admiſſim into the 

bl | . Houſe ti the old People and they have agreed. 


my 
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my Diſappointment, I cannot tell whether 
Lucinda heard me, for the was call'd away in 
great haſte, the Bride-groom impatiently ex- 
petting her. My Spirit forſook me when ſhe 
lefr me, and my Sorrow and Confuſion cannot 
be expreſs'd. Methought I ſaw the Sun ſet 
for ever; and my Eyes and my Senſes partaking 
of my Diſtraction, I could not ſo much as ſpy 
the Door to go into the Houſe, and ſeem'd 
rooted to the place were I ſtood. But at laſt, 
the Conſideration of my Love having rous 
me out of this ſtupifying Aſtoniſhment, I got 
into the Houſe without being diſcover'd, every 
thing being there in a hurry; and going in— 
to the Hall, I hid my ſelf behind the Hang- 
ings, where two pieces of Tapeſtry met, and 
gave me liberty to ſee, without being ſeen. 
Who can deſcribe the various Thoughts, the 
Doubts, the Fears, the Anguiſh that perplex'd 
and toſs'd my Soul while TI ſtood waiting there! 
Don Ferdinand enter'd the Hall, not like a Bride- 
groom, but in his uſual Habit, with only a 
Couſin-German of Lyucinda's, the reſt were the 
People of the Houfe : Some time after came 
Lucinda her ſelf, with her Mother, and two 
Waiting-Women. I perceiv'd ſhe was as richly 
dreſs'd as was conſiſtent with her Quality, and 
the ſolemnity of the Ceremony; but the 
Diſtraction that poſſeſs'd me, lent me no- 
time to note particularly the Apparel ſhe had 
on. I only mark'd the Colours, that were 
Carnation and White, and the Splendor of the 
Jewels that enrich'd her Dreſs in many Places ; 
but nothing equall'd the Luſtre of her Beauty 
that adorn'd her Perſon much more than all 
thoſe Ornaments. Oh Memory, thou fatal 


Enemy of my Eaſe, why doſt' thou now fo 
* faithfully 
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faithfully repreſent to the Eyes of my Mind 
Lucinda's incomparable Charms? Why doſt thou 


not rather ſhew me what ſhe did then, that 


mov'd by ſo provoking a Wrong, I may endea- 
vour to revenge it, or at leaſt to die. Forgive 
me theſe tedious Digreſſions, Gentlemen! Alas, 
my Woes are not ſuch as can or ought to 
be related with Brevity ; for to me every 
Circumſtance ſeems worthy to be enlarg'd up- 
on ! 


The Curate aſſur'd Cardenio, that they attend- 
ed. _ Word with a- mournful Pleaſure that 
made them greedy of hearing the leaſt Paſlage. 


With that Cardenie went on. All Parties be- 
ing met, ſaid he, the Prieſt enter d, and taking 


the young Couple by the Hands, he ask'd 
Lucinda whether ſhe were willing to take Don 
Ferdinand for her. wedded Husband 2 With thar, 
Þ thruſt out my Head from between the two 


disces of Tapeſtry, liſt'ning with anxious Heart 


to hear her Anſwer, upon which depended my 


Life and Happineſs, Dull, heartleſs Wretch 


chat F was! Why did I not then ſhew my 
If? Why did I not call to her aloud, Con- 
itder- what thou doſt, Lucinda, thou art mine, 
and canſt not be another Man's : Nor canſt thou 
ſpeak. now the fatal Yes, without injuring 


Heaven, thy ſelf, and me, and murdering thy 


Cardenio! And thou Perfidious Ferdinand, who 
daredſt to violate all Rights, both Humane and 


Divine, to rob me of my. Treaſure : Canft thou 
laps to deprive me of the Comfort of my 


hk 

Life with, Impunity ? Or think'it- thou that any 
Conſideration: can ſtile my Reſentments, when 
my. Honour and my Love lie at ſtake? Fool 
that. L am Now. that tis too late, and Danger 
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is far diſtant, I ſay what I ſhould have done, 

and not what I did then: After I've ſuffer'd the 
Treaſure of my Soul to be ſtolen, I exclaim 
againſt the Thief whom I might have puniſh'd: 

for the baſe Attempt; had I had but fo much 

i Reſolution to Revenge, as I have now to com- 
) plain, Then let me rather accuſe my faint 
/ Heart that durſt not do me Right, and let me 
- die here like a Wretch, void both of Senſe and: 
Honour, the ourcaſt of Society and Nature. 
The Prieſt ſtood waiting for Lucinda's Anſwer 
a good while before ſhe gave it; and all that 
time I expected ſhe would have pull'd out her 
Dagger, or. unloos'd her Tongue to plead her 
former Engagement to me. But alaſs! to my e- 
ternal Diſappointment I heard. her at laſt with a 
feeble Voice pronounce the fatal Ves; and then 
Don Ferdinand ſaying the fame, and giving her 
the Ring, the Sacred Knot was ty'd which 
Death alone can diſſolve. Then did the faith» 
leſs Bridegroom advance to embrace his Bride, 
but ſhe laying her Hand upon her Heart, in 
that very Moment ſwoon'd away in her Mother's 
Arms. Oh what Confuſion ſtcizd me, what 
Pangs, what Torments rack d me, ſeeing the 
falſnood of Laucinda's Promiſes, all my. Hopes 
Shipwrack'd, and the only thing that made me 
with to live, for ever raviſh'd from me! Con- 
founded, and deſpairing, I look'd upon my 
ſelf as abandon'd by Heaven to the cruelty. 
of my Deſtiny ; and the violence of my Griefs 
ſtifling my Sighs, and denying a paſſage ro. 
my Tears, I felt my ſelf rransfix'd with kil- 
ling Anguiſh, and burning with jealous Rage 
and Vengeance. In the mean time the whole 
Company was troubled at Lacinda's Swooning ;. 
and. as her Mother unclaſp'd her Gown before, 
tO 
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to give her Air, a folded Paper was found in 
her Boſom, which Don Ferdinand immediately 
ſaatch'd, then ſtepping a little aſide, he open'd 
it and read it by the Light of one of the Ta. 
pers. And as ſoon as he had done, he as ir 
were let himſelf fall upon a Chair, and there 
he ſat with his hand upon the ſide of his Pace, 
with all the ſigns of Melancholy and Diſcontent, 
as unmindful of his Bride as if he had been in- 
ſenſible of her Accident. For my own part, 
ſeeing all the Houſe thus in an uproar, I re- 
ſolv'd to leave the hated Place, without caring 
whether. I were ſeen or not, and in caſe | 

ere perceivd to at ſuch a deſperate Part 
in puniſhing the Traitor Ferdinand, that the 
World ſhould at once be inform'd of his Per- 
fidiouſneſs, and the Severity of my juſt Reſent- 
ment: But my Deſtiny that preferv'd me for 
more laſting Woes, allow'd me then the uſe 
of that ſmall remainder of my Senſes, which 
afterwards quite forſook me: So that I left the 
Houſe, without revenging my felf on my E- 
nemies, whom I could eafily have ſacrific'd to 
my Rage in this unexpected Diſorder ; and I 
choſe to inflit upon my ſelf, for my Credulity, 
the Puniſhment whick their Infidelity deſerv'd. 
T went to the Meſſenger's Houſe where I had 
left my Mule, and without ſo much as bidding 
him adieu, I mounted, and left the Town, like 
another Lot, without turning to give it a Part» 
ing Look; and as I rode along the Fields, Dark- 
neſs and Silence round me, I vented my Paſſion 
in Execrations againſt the t:eacherous Ferdinand, 
and in as loud Complaints of Lucinda's Breach 
of Vows and Ingztirude. Thus abandoning my 
ſelf to theſe tempeſtuous Thoughts, I rode on 
all that Night, and about break of Day I ſtruck 
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into one of the Paſſes that lead into theſe Moun- 
tains; where I wander'd for three Days to- 
gether withont keeping any Road, till at laſt 
coming to a certain Valley that lies ſomewhere 
hereabouts, I mer ſome Shepherds, of whom 
I enquir'd the way to the moſt craggy and inac- 
ceſſible part of theſe Rocks. They directed 
me, and I made all the haſte I could to get 
thither, reſolv'd to linger out my hated Life 
far from the Converſe of falſe ungrateful Man- 
kind. When I came among theſe Deſarts, my 
Mule, through Wearineſs and Hunger, fell 
down Dead, and I my ſef was fo weak, fo 
tir'd and dejected, being almoſt famiſh'd, and 
withal deſtitute and careleſs of Relief, that 
I ſoon laid my ſelf down, or rather fainted 
on the Ground, where I lay a conſiderable 
while, I don't know how long, extended like 
a Corpſe. When I came to my ſelf again, I 
got up, and cou'd not perceive I had any Ay- 
petite to eat: I found ſome Goat-herds by me, 
who, I ſuppoſe, had given me ſome Suſtenance, 
tho' J was not ſenſible of their Relief. For 
they told me in what a wretched Condition 
they found me, ſtaring, and talking ſo ſtrange- 
ly, that they judg'd J had quite loſt my Senſes. 
I have indeed ſince that, had but too much cauſe 
to think that my Reaſon ſometimes leaves me, 
and that I commit thoſe Extravagancies which 
are only the Effects of ſenſeleſs Rage and Frenzy; 
tearing my Cloaths, howling through theſe De- 
farts, filling the Air with Curſes and Lamentati- 
ons, and idly repeating a thouſand times Lucinda's 
Name; all my Wiſhes zt that time being to 
breathe out my Soul with the dear Word up- 
on my Lips; and when I come to my ſelf, 
| am commonly ſo weak, and ſo weary, that 
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I am ſcarce able to ſtir. As for my place of 
Abode, tis uſually ſome hollow Cork- Tree, in- 
ro which I creep at Night'; and there thoſe 
few Goat-herds, whoſe Cattle browſe on the 
Neighbouring Mountains, out of Pity and Chriſ. 
tian Charity, ſometimes Jeave fome Victuals for 
the Support of my miſerable Life. For even 
when my Reaſon is abſent, Nature performs 
its animal Functions, and Inftin&t guides me 
to ſatifie it. Sometimes theſe good People meet 
me in my Jucid Intervals, and chide me for 
taking that from 'em by force and ſurprize, 
which they are always ſo ready to give me 
willingly ; for which Violence I can make no 
other Excuſe, but the extremity of my Diſ- 
traction. Thus muſt I drag a miſerable Being, 
till Heaven, pitying my Afflictions, will either 
— a Period to my Life, or blot out of my 

emory perjur'd Lucinda's Beauty and Ingrat- 
itude, and Perdinana's Perfiliouſneſs. Could I 
bur be ſo happy e'er I die; I might then hope 
to be able, in time, to compoſe my frantick 
Thoughts: But if I muſt deſpair cf ſuch a 
Favour, I have no other way but to recommend 
my Soul to Heaven's Mercy; for I am not able 
to extricate my Body or my Mind out of tht 
8 in which J have unhappily plung'd my 
elf. 


Thus, Gentlemen, I have given you a faithful 

Account of my Misfortunes. Judge now whe- 
ther 'twas poſſible I ſhould relate em with leſs 
Concern. And pray do not loſe Time to preſcribe 
Remedies to a Patient who will make uſe of none; 
I will, and can have no Health without Lucinas : 
Since ſhe forſakes me, I muſt Die: She has con- 
vinc'd me by her Infidelity, that ſhe * my 
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Ruin; and by my unparallel'd Sufferings to 
the laſt, I will ſtrive to convince her I deſerv'd 
a better Fate. Let me then ſuffer on, and may 
I be the only unhappy Creature whom Deſpair 
could not relieve, while the Impoſlibility of re- 
ceiving Comfort brings Cure to ſo many other 


Wretches. 


Here Cardenio made an End of his mournful 


Story, and juſt as the Curate was preparing to 


give him ſome proper Conſolation, he was pre- 
vented by the doleful Accents of another Com- 


plaint that engag'd em to new Attention But 


the Account of that Adventure is reſcrv'd for 
the fourth Book of this Hiſtory; for our Wiſe 


and Judicious Hiſtorian, Cid Hamer Benengelt, puts 
here a Period to the Third. 
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